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In the Cross. 



you K° ? (B.H. 13, 
; 11.3 ; 277, 2). 

polioid the Lamb of Ood 

!'.' Oroaa ; 

e shed nin precious hlnoo 

e Cross. 

) still Ills love defy, 

grace aud pcwor <Jeuy, 

lid ace your Saviour die 

u Cross. 

-, see film lifted up, 

le Cross : 

>r you tlio bitter cup, 

e Cross. 

io rend, the mountain* 

does atonement make, 
suffer* for our salst, 
e Cross. 

o I'll lell the story 
? Cross ; 



constant theme slmll l>, 
.'. nncl in otenilty. 
:nstod denth for me 
e Cross. 




re of the Leaven." 

row out the life-line. 

f tlic- leaven, dear con- 
no bold, 

mid be viillnnl. like pro 
if old ; v 

harm you, Hie Saviour 
>w ; 

His converts, mid so li 

Cliorus. 

he leaven ; Beware of 

eu ! 

stlie message so philn ; 

the Kingdom win sumsl 

bottles, 

5 the victory again ! 

5 leaveu ! Oh, lmve you 

•liy tlioiiBQuilK of Curlsi- 
d™d ? 
■!t!s k Phir! £l ,u,. 



»K God's Spirit they ul- 
t dim. 

if leaven ! Oh, Christ 

:old ; 

H* Stunted you, If you'd 



o lenven ! Oli. is it 

5 leaven ! Oli. sinner, if 

conviction, would a^l; 
do ; 

are troubled just tlu-mv 

In- 
Wood that can save yon 

-djt. Phillips, Jamaica. 
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THE RESURRECTION OF 
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An Army Incident Founded en Fact, 



By ADJT. ATTWELL. 



O say that the 
Treasurer was 
downcast is to tell 
but half the real 
troth. It would 
.. take u much 
stronger word to 
convey an necm- 
atc idea of his 
feelings. As he 
.■£--■ ■^^.■-.-■fi. : -^_ : . sa t in the little 
'■"P'-l '*d ■■' ' front room he hail 

hcen pleased to enll his "Army Head- 
quarters," he would have welcomed his 
call from the Master, Whom he loved 
and Whom he served. Truly n remark- 
able frame of miud for Treasure! Sam 

Tuylor, of B corps, to be found in, 

all the more remarkable because he was 




tiou of tbe Captain's, had concluded that 
Sam was really guilty, aud bad eurieked 
himself somewhat out of the corps funds. 
Sam thought of what it would mean to 
the corps, to the audience, to his work- 
mates, and to the town, if he were stig- 
matized, creu though unjustly, ns a 
thief, and the vision wns one of keen 
torture. The memory of that oft-re- 
peated challenge iu his testimony came 
as a sharp blow indeed. One or two 
faithful old soldiers had done their best 
to cheer him up ere he left the hall. 
Oue even went to the leugth of stundiug 
up nud declaring his faith iu Sam's in- 
tegrity, but Cupt, Sharp "didu't want 
any disturbance in his soldiers' meeting, 
and wished all to understand that, 



and just hearing. Truly "a Garden of 
Gethsemane" was that to Sam, when at 
last he was able to suy,"NevenhcleBs, 
not iny will, but Thine, be doue 1" 



Had you visited B corps six months 

later, aud liei'n acquainted with the 
foregoiug history, you would have been 
astonished at seeing our old friend Sam 
as happy and energetic as ever, and the 
Treasurer's braid would have caught 
your eye immediately. It would, too, 
have given you pleasure to hud lh;it 
the devil's plan to upset Sam had entire- 
ly failed. 

The story is a short aud simple ouc, 
but it meant u Jot to Sam, and, of 
course, to the corps. Snin was reduced 
to the ranks and horo iip as well ns he 
could. He was sure God would clear 
him before the eyes of all, and was con- 
tent to abide llis lime. It came iu about 
three weeks. Will Sam ever forget thai 
Sunday morning V Never as iong a^ 
time shall last. There was a Special 
lcadiug the week-end nieeliugs, and u- 
uiong the seekers at holiness lueeliug 
was the youug su n of Bro. Wreuford. 
He had a long and fierce struggle get- 
ting through, and it was understood 
that there was some confession that tie 



corps sim 



u „ uiL- mu.« i t - u ,« ■ ■-■- "bile he wns their officer, he would buv.. 

usually so merry and jubilant, as all the things done right, or kuow the reason Iun . s t be willing to make before he could 
officers who had been stationed at his why." He called Sam into the ante- d'liiu the blessing. When, at Inst, he 
-•-■■■ ' - room nt the break-up of the meeting, '«="<»>"- "■■<■ '■■ - ; ■- ■- ■- 

aud asked if he could explain whj for 

the last seven weeks lie had not entered 

in his hook the 25 cents cartridge money 

Bro. Wreaford had given. All Sam 

could buj was that be hadn't received 

it, while the Cnptnin swore that it had 

been given, and mnst accuse him of 

handling the cash deceitfully. He told 



_„.,.., dear Capt. Tuekett, under 

whom Sam was converted, could have 
witnessed to. 

Let us enquire into the cause of Snm s 
wretchedness. It wasn't because he 
usunllv went down under temptation. 
No ; "be was well grounded in the 
faith. He could hear with patience and 
good feeling the few cutting sneers he 
once iu a while received from Joe Gains, 
a blasphemiug workmate. When Bro. 
Wreuford, a comrade soldier, got jeal- 
ous because Sam was marie Treasurer 



rose to his feet, his testimony, in broken 
sentences, was : "Friends, I feel— I must 
tell everything. I lost my hold of God 
nnd backslid iu heart— and did what wan 
wrong.— for seven weeks I spent the 
cartridge money Ihnt father gave me to 
put in the collection box,— but God has 
so troubled me that my life became a 
burden, and I felt I must get right, or 



aud accused him of "toadying" to the om- for the m-osent. 

. -. ]__ .._ U:~ ..nmmifreinfl AHI11 IHfllle Itlfc 



him he was going to write Headquarters SO mad.— I want you all, especially Bro. 

immediately, nskinrr them to call in his Taylor, to forgive me, ns I feci God 
commission, and he might consider Ljiu- 
celf suspended irom the Troasurcrship 



cers in order to secure his commission, 
Sam found no difficulty in forgiving 
him. I might say that Wreniord hud 
never been the snme since, and more 
than once testified thnt he wasn't rely- 
ing on an Army commission for his snl- 
vation, which remark was intended for 
Sum's special benefit, as many others 
were well aware. It never occurred to 
Sam that he was bearing a cross for his 
Master when he, week by week, attend- 
ed all the open-airs, played that great 
heavy huss in the baud, begged for col- 
lections, sold Win Crys, and fought hard 
in pravcr meetings. In these lliiugj ho 
simply revelled. They were sacredly 
hnppy occasions, each and all of thein. 

Let me here hring before you one 
thing over which Sam orten dwelt with 
pleasure in his testimony, "Friends, if 
you don't believe mc, wittch my life ; 
ask those I work with whether I do 
the square thing or not. I defy any man 
to accuse me of doing wrong. I believe 
God cau keep 
day." And 
right before i 
ing this Tuesday night, of misappropri- 
ating the cartridge money ! It was a 
cruel blow. How amazingly accurate 
is the devil's knowledge of human na- 
ture ! He had found the weak spot in 
Treasurer Taylor':; armor, and inudo a 
determined effort to upset him. Bro. 
Wren ford seemed delighted to act as 
his advance agent. Sam had wondered 
why Capt. Sharp, the new nificer, h?.2 
asked ror bis Cartridge Eoll Inst week, 
nnd iu rather a <:urt manner, too. It 
seemed to him somewhat strange when 
he saw thut the Cnptuin took Brother 
Wreuford into Ibc quarters after meet- 
ing that night. The Captain had re- 
turned the book next day, and Sam 
noticed pencil marks here and there, 
mninly in those places where Bro. Wren- 
ford's cartridge money should have 
been entered. IT.: hurt said nothing, 
however, and Capt. Sharp had not been 
pleased to explain. 

Tbc storm hud broken in all its fury 
ovcr Sam's head to-night. It was an 
awful meeting, and broke up in disorder. 
Bro. Wreuford made (ho accusation that 
he didn't intend giving nuy more cnif- 
ri'.lKO money, as he knew for a fact that 
some be had given had never gone 
through, the books, or enriched the treas- 
ury. The soldiers looked pnnic-stricki n 
at this charge, Ejuin's fnec was a study 
—the colors alternated hot ween crimson 
and white— and n]| the Cnptuin could 
suy, or chose to say, wns "Never mind, 
Bro. Wrcnford, I'll see that you eet 
cit-dit for it in the future." _ This, to 
Sam's mind, was "the most unkindest cut 
of nil." He could understand Wrenford 
being naaty, but tu think that his own 
om""ir hS'l uaoiniieu him guilty before 
even granting him a chance to elear 



Snm made his way home, threw him- 
self dowu in a chair in the sacred little 
office where he had so often made up his 
returns, and gave way to a Oood of 
tears. It was not long before he thought 
of his God, and to Him he poured out, 
his heart's feelings, assured of a kindly 



BLUNDERS ^ * 

WITH LESSONS m THEM 

By ENSIGN PARKER. 

Not long since I visited u cerlniu 
plncc, the abode of wealth, apparently. 



piece of paper arranged as an ensel, nnd 
on it a picture fit to make the most 
staid shake with laughter. I enquired 
wiio it was. "Oh," she said brightly, 
"that's papa. Mamma drew him and I 
just daubed him out." 

A very comical daub it was, but the 
fnthcr was not nngry with her, and I 
am snre Invert j-jj. :;ttli e iri ail the more 
for her industry and well-meant nttenipt 
at u picture. How like our attempts 
to picture our Heavenly Father before 
meu. What a daub we make, what 
wonder people laugh sometimes at ns ; 
but if our hearts are filled with love, 
our iutentious pure, God is pleased. Let 
us take heed to His voice nud learn of 
Him. We shall do better by-nnd-bye. 
-0- 

Whilc in this train of thought I re- 
member the song of little Cora Taylor 
the- other day— 

" Jesus knows all abont our tuggles." 
It conveys to my mind more meaning 
than if sung correctly by a star singer. 
Yes, Jesus knows our "tuggics," the 
hard, tough pull up the hill. Have you 
ficr-n n team pulling a heavy load up a 
hill 'I Tug, tug, (ug. What a. still pull 
it was — slowly, inch by inch, but it went 
up, nnd nt last they stood on top, though 
sweat rolled and brenth came in quick 
punts. 

So, comrades who nre having a tough 
pull, cheer up! Jesus knows your "I ag- 
gies." See Him mount ■.!■>? hill. Sweat 
rolled in drops of hlood, men laughed 
nnd sneered, heaven gathered blackness 
nvprlmnr icv:!- 7r„u!u mivc pushed Him 
back, all seemed ngainst Him. What 
n tug, what a pull up thnt hill, but it 



lias done. 1 

You can fill in the details of the re- 
storation of our old comrnde, Treasurer 
Sum Taylor, to his old position, your- 
self. Make it the occasion of hilarious 
rejoicing on the part of everybody, give 
Sam an abundant outpouring of praise 
nnd thauksgiviug to llis Saviour, and 
cnl! the incident Sam's "Easter," for 
such, iu truth, it was. 



Now Don Miller, of Lighthouse fume, 
comes tc view. His papa made him re- 
pent from memory this text : "Behoid, 
I stand at the door and knock," etc. "If 
any man hear my 'noise,' " quoted Don. 
Ot course we smiled out loud, but what 
lesson was there. 



Jesus is to them a mere noise, nud not 
the voice of their Shepherd, not their 
dear ones' love songs. Oh, hardened one, 
awake to-day ! "Incline vour ear, hear 
and your soul shall live !" A voice of 
inlinitc tenderness, wondrous joy, mar- 
velous compassion, exquisite sweetness, 
is speaking. A voice (lint upi^c v,„ilds 
into oeiug, set the stars in their courses, 
garnished the heavens, waked tbe dead, 
comforted the widow, forgave the harlot, 
and the dying thief, prayed for His 
murderers, blessed the children. Awake, 
guilty soul, obey that voice to-day. 



no want of motive ! Love is the motive 
power. 

Men talk of giving up for Christ, hut 
if they are true aud whole-hearted, they 
get jnore thnn they lose. Au Indian 
conqueror was offered money to spare 
a <-ertain idol. Il£- rc-fusou" it, nnd when 
the" idol was smashed it was fouud to 
he full of jewels aud gold. 

The sanctified heart will never long 
retain the full assurance of full salva- 
tion, nuless there is the practical con- 
secration of talents and time for the 
blessing of men and the extension of the 
kingdom of God. 

On the other baud, beware of makiug 
consecration vows apart from the cleans- 
ing of the heart, the removing of hind- 
rances and the delinite qualilienthm 
which ouly the indwelling of the Holy 
Ghost can give. 

The religion which leads a man to 
seek to develop his spiritual uature and 
10 practice virtue is good so far ; bin 
the religiou thnt does uot bring to :i 
man deliverance from the evils which 
have cursed his nature, nud alsu give 
him power to live upon the liucs of 
love aud virtue, is n failure. The only 
religion which docs thnt is the religion 
of Jesus Christ us set forth in Liic 
Bible. 



VICTORIOUS RELIGION. 



By COMMISSIONER HOWARD. 

Religion must be a matter of heart 
and practice. Practice without realiza- 
tion would he drudgery and burden, and 
realization withont practice would fnde 
because of its vei> eel lishness. 

Victorious religion is i coinuiuutinn of 
Ihe experimental nnd rtrnotteal, inward 
and outward, personal and relative. 

Oh. the need of eoaseeratcd servants 
of Christ to-day I I cannot content my- 
self ns some, with a hope aud thought 
that the Lord Himself shnll ceme and 
put things right. There is so much that 
needs doing, so much which can be 
done, uud so nineb for which the Lord 
holds us responsible, th.-,; Hi! need to 
.-.tii up ourselves, lest tbe curse of Meroz 
be ours. 

Why cannot we have the same sort of 
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tbe Stone? 




By EMILY BHAOLEY, Adjt. 

ETHINKS I can see 
a group of women 
whose love for the 
crncilied Christ had 
caused theui, at an 
early hour, to sally 
forth to His rosting- 

m to perform for Him 

the last small service their 
hands could render. .Sadly 
and silently [hey move on to- 
wards the sepulelire, too 
much stunned by overwhelming grief t" 
engage in conversation, when, suddenly 
halting, one siskn in dummy, "Who shall 
roll awuy the stoiu- V" 

Tbe difficulty, now so apparent, had 
evidently ouly just occurred to their over- 
wrought minds and hearts, and for a 
moment each stands hopelessly looking 
at the other for answer. 

Not long, however I Thf love that 
fills them is Divine, and propels them to- 
wards the place where the Object of 
their affection lies. 

Perhaps 'tis vain to follow, but it leads 
nt lensl to His grave. There is no hope 
behind, and though defeat in their pur- 
pose seems certain, they do not yield to 
the despair that would bid them turn 
back and give up. 

Quicker and quicker tliey wend their 
way to the grave, "wherein never before 
was man laid," when questioning sur- 
prise takes the place of hopeless longing, 
for, lo ! the removal or the stone they 
so much dreaded had been accomplished, 
and, dumbfounded, they stood at the 
entrance of mi empty grave. 

"Where hast thou laid Him ?" naked 
one of lhe supposed gardener. 

" Jlnrj-,"' uttered the sweetest voice 
ever heard in heaven or earth, and Mary 
fcll n't Ihe feet or her risen Lord. 

Our present-day service to our blessed 
Lord is not of the same character as 
that which those MnJeys sought to ren- 
der. Our Christ, as frell ns theirs, ro*e 
rrom rbe grave thnt morning, to be 
"nlive for evermore," but tbere arc times 
in our lives when, ill following Jesus, 
wo suddenly awake to the rculuess nnd 
seriousness of the obstacles before us, 
nnd we look in dismay at each other as 
we ask the question, "Who shall roll 
this stone nwny ?" Sometime we have 
givin way in despair and failed to sei' 
what those women saw— hindrances re- 
moved, nnd a mighty, living Lord : bul 
when, after the first gnsp of realized 
helplessness, we stepped mil again to 
folIOM', the love-flnme kindled iu our 
hearts, right to lhe spot where our big- 
gest difiiv.-iiiiy lay, w& have gasped ngniu. 
for the dreaded obstacles !iy t>n 0:1c 
side, helpless tu hinder ns before they 
had been at long. 

Don't «*'•:■ t;;; '. .» iien in love to Hiin 
you follow for n distance, anil tremble 
when suddenly rise the dinteultfes in 
your path of service, keep right on. 
This your duty. 'Tis thnt of angels to 
roll the stones nwny, and t:oon ;.nur en- 
raptured eyes will behold the Fairest of 
ten thousand, the Oue altogether lovely, 
and you will fnll worshipping at the 
feet of Him Whom your soul lovetli. 
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EVANGELINE BOOTH, Commissioner. 



[Supplement 10 "Ensici' Will' Cry." 
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CllAl'TElC T. 
ARCHIBALD M. AT BAY. 

^^ HOSE Salvationists arc n oon- 

C founded nuisance ; they arc only 
a lot o£ limy loafers— a good-Jor- 
uolhing scl. 1 linvo no use ror 
llioni." So spake Archibald il. 
to his wife !is lie saw Onpt. John 
pass by Ilia collage, over oil tlio other 
side of the street. 

"Bui, my dear, there i nvi-«t be some 
good ones among Lliem, or how could 
they accomplish the excellent work they 
do V" queried Archibald's wife. 

"Well, if they were miy good, why 
don't they go anil work 7 -lust fancy, 
ii strong innii like Hint fellow they eall 
tfie Captain lounging nbout the town, 
doing nothing tor u living bill to make a 
racket every nimlit and three or four 
limes on Suudiiy, with tlmt horrid old 
drum. It is enough to send one crazy." 

The sun was shining brightly and 

warmly upon the little town of C . 

in Ontario ; Lis burning rays enured 
porspiriilion to freely flow down the 
laee of Archibald il. ns he swung his 
axe nt the early hour of seven o'clock 
Hint summer morning, thinking ns he did 
so that nothing was so hard as that 
knotty old elm stick, which he w»s de- 
termined should he rent asunder lit nil 
cost.-!. 

Archibald hammered away lit till' 
piece of elm until his shirt was fairly 
soaking with sweat, and then his loving 
little Scotch wife persuaded him to no in 
and have Home breakfast. "You'll lie 
nil the betler able to deal with that 
knot, Archibald, denr, after you've hud 
a good dish of hot porridge, and 11 little 
rest," said she. 

"1 wonder whnl that fellow is after 
nt this lime of the day ?" <|ucricd Arch- 
ibald, an he scuuped away at the por- 
ridge, "I guesa he's trying to get some- 
IhillH ..lit of somebody, for (hey (ell Hu- 
llo is a great beggnr, and he looks like 
it, loo." 

The town of C bad originally been 

a small Scotch setlleuient, pure ami 
simple, Although it whs now a bright, 
clean, prosperous locality, it hud teen 
its nps and downs. Arcliibnhi SI. 
hud first settled there at the time when 
Hie farms, gardens, and streets whieh 
now existed were 1ml a mass of forest. 
Aiehihnld M. had slaked oat a lot im- 
mediately upon his arrival from till- 
Highland hills, the heather, and the 
canity cities cil' UdinbiMgh ami Glasgow, 
in "Imnitie nulil Scotland." lie had done 
his purl at "ck-Hring the land." and 
building up the town. He used to love 
(iod in dnys cone by, or at least lie 
thought he did, when he attcndi d ''I he 
kirk" in the old land. But life hail 
been so busy, and (lie days seemed (o be 
altogether too short in which to gel 
his own Inane and hind into shsipu ; lie 
imdli't, therefore, done n great deal in 
religion since coming to "ihe new 
country of l.'niindii." Slill, he held n 
profound respcol for lite Gospel, and 
also for the minister who preached it, 
and even now IrTore was nothing more 
like bouvon to Areliilmld SI. than when 
occasionally lie went (o church and 
chanted over the Psalms and para- 
phrases ill n quaint and reverent man- 
ner, in God's holy house, on a Sabbath 
morning. 

There was a great difference between 
Ihe little wooden Presbyterian Ohureb 

at C and the great and grunil 

L-ranilo edifice in whii h he worshipped 
when living in old Edinburgh, an im- 
mensity of difference as to Ihe sine of 
the building, sine of cuiigrcgnlion, and 
size of church choir, and Sunday School. 
The same old Psalms and paraphrases 
were, however, chanted, the same Gospel 

Slime creed propounded in the very smile 
form, Archibald M. gloried in all Hint 
side of n (Tail's. 

These tilings brought uni k. ptoimniii 
memories of early dnys, and n strange 
feeling of exceptional lendernesH would, 
nt limes, sfenl oyer Ihe soul of Archi- 
bald M. when lir worEhippod in that 
little wooden clmroli, especially bo when 
the minister would gel into a rim of 
glowing eloquence ami would sonr nwny 
into Ihn heightH of oratory in declaring 
Divine things, and in which, as a rule. 



Ihe minister succeeded in enrryiug with 
hint his congregation. 

Archibald il. had, uotwilhslunding 
these things, become very cold and 
formal, lteligion to him was not whin 
it used lo he. He had grown hard, and 
grew harder slill. His once tender con- 
science was calloas. His heart and 
his altitude were icy and indifferent. It 
was now an easy thing to find fault with 
nnythiug of n religious nature wbiclt 
failed to moot wilh his full approval. 
He could sec lota of things on the relig- 
iiius line that needed improvement ; he 
bad, therefore, thrown the reins of his 
Scotch tongue loosely upon the neck of 
his keenly-critical mind, and lo use a 
phrase common among horsemen, he 
"let her go." 

There were quite a few "hard seeds," 
too, in the town of C , whom Arch- 
ibald often thought, and paid, would 
he very much bettered if only they hnd 



prayer, in the quietude of his own room, 
in the somewhat dingy, and orrlu'nly 
despised, ollicers' quarters. Si range lo 
say, too, dipt. Juliu hud been especially 
praying for one mini, in the lowu nf C— 
whose name he did not know. The 
man's wife and child, en had likewise 
been remembered in Capt. John's pray- 
er. Shall we pause a moment and lis- 
ten to the fervent petitions ascending 
Trom Capt. John's lips '! 

"O Lord, Thou dost understand my 
heart, and knowest time nothing bui 
Thy love has caused Thy servant lo 
leave the old anvil, and home, and mo- 
ther, and friends, mid come across the 
Allnnlic to win souls for Thee. Thou 

bast brought me to C , and uniler- 

stnudest all about the people. Their 
hearts are hard. They arc indifferent to 
Thy elniius, mid Ihey will not have Thee 
to reign over them. 1 must win them to 
Thee ! Show me how to do it, denr 
Lord. I am «u Thy altar, prepared to 
do anything Thy love shall dictate. 
Hless especially Hint man who is such n 
hard critic, and seems to be so far oiT. 
He appears lo hate Thy servant, and 
Thy cause, and groans aloud whenever 
we puss him. Find him out and show 
hiiu his sin. Give Thy servant his soul. 
My Lord, help me to lead him lo Thee. 
Save him, save him for Thy mercy's 
sake 1 l'.less his wife, and bless his 
children ;. bring them all to Thyself, 
and help caeh of them to embrace Thy 
salvation. Hring them, with Thy ser- 




"Theso Salvationists are a. Confounded Nnlsnneo." 



a lit lie more "reverence for religion," 
and would go lo "the kirk" n little 
ortenof. They nil knew that these were 
Archibald il's sentiments, even though 
lie himself did not nllend as frequently 
lis he used to do. 

These "hard seeds" were the very ones 
titnt Capt. John was sticking to wilt, 
but Archibald could not see thnt. To 
mnke men betler by beating an old 
worn-out drum through the streets on 
Cod's Holy Sabbath Day, and then, to 
crown it all hv veiling out "religious 
words" to "seenlnr ,.irn ; " and lo "brine 
religion down to Ihe vol'j l^vel uf street 
lift;" ivhh, to Archibald SI., preposlerous. 
It was irreverent, nbuiiiinaliie, and 
should not be loieraicd in n country tike 
Canada. 

CHAPTER II. 

CAPTAIN JOHN, LOVING. 

Cnpl. John tvas s Scofehmiin, too. No- 
body in this world, no, not oven Arch- 
ibald II. himself, hud n warmer or deep- 
er love for "the land o' Ihe leal," or a 

Scotch, or those "things in common" 
which Scotchmen like— porridge and bng- 
pipes, for instance— than had Cnplnin 
John himself. He was, ntul. Indeed, is 
now. a good man, and Ibongli Archi- 
bald M. did not then know it, Onptnin 
John hud, for some considerable time, 
that very morning heen pouring out his 
soul to God in fervent, supplicating 



vnnt, to Thy right hand in Glory by-nml- 
bye, for Jesus' sake, I do believe ! 
I'rni^e Thy name !" 

Capt. John rose from his knees with a 
love as louder and strong as thnt of a 
mother for her olTspriug in bis heart for 
"the man thnt groaned at him as he 
passed." He felL he eiuiiii giaiiiy do 
anything for that man, even lo the lay- 
ing down of his own lire, if that would 
bill win him to God, The Captain had 
tile victory in his own heart, and fell 
Hint even those hateful groans which 
heretofore had gone through him like 
eold steel, would only intensify Ihe love 
he now bore f„r AivliibuM, L'apl. John 
paced the Door of the ollicers' quarters, 
rubbed his hands, Messed the i.or.i, ami 
exclaimed to himself, "I shall have that 
■nail's sou! yet. God 1= c;ning to give it 
(o inc. Hallelujah !" 

Capt. John was happy as he could 
possibly be. ills heart was full, and that 
notwithstanding the fact that (he cup- 
board at the officers' q::,irlc::; was empty. 
It was early yet, however, so the Captain 
hied him olT to have a word wilh a 
young convert, ir perchance he might 

had to pass Archibald Si's cottage lo do 
this, and Archibald was Ihen split ling 
wood. He might also make a visit or 
Iw-o before reluming (o his quarters, 
"if the Spirit led." One llrng was 
certain. God's word had promised "thy 
bread shall lie given thee and thy water 
sure :" the breakfast, therefore, would 
he all right, so Cnpt. John was perfeelly 



" at ease." He washed, combed his 
hair, put on his uuirorni coat, locked the 
door of the ollicers' quarters, and start- 
ed. 

Nolwitlist.imling ihe fact thnt Capt. 
John was pre-cmiueutly happy, none but 
his own heart understood what "a cross'" 
il had been lo him. hut a short time 
back, strong and sturdy man that he 
was, lo sell War Crys and "visit '-- 
" child's play, Hint," he hnd often 
thought, for Capt. John was a hnrd- 
wurkiug man, who conld shoe the 1110.11 
unmanageable horse, and wear out many 
a rugged mid heavy-toiling blucksmilh 
nt hammering iron. He could command 
good wages, ton, and. as a matter of 
fact, it would have been far easier to 
his own natural feelings and disposi- 
tion for Capt. John to have stayed at 
home, and, us a soldier, have earned his 
own living, and with his blacksmith's 
hummer and his own genius, have made 
money to help forwnid the good wo.k 
ot the Salvation Army, which agency 
had been the honored instrument in 
tiod's hands in bringing him to a know- 
ledge of salvation. 

When, therefore, men like Anhibald 
SI. would persecnle and belittle the 
work to wliich God had so clearly and 
uumistakeably called Capl. Johu to de- 
vole his life's labors to. it would cnl 
him to the quick. \i thi'se tinier tiie 
Captain had learned to fly "to the throne 
of grace boldly," and he always round 
"grace suuioionl" lo bring him off "more 
than conqueror." 

Capl. John was intensely prnettenl, 
and in his public platform duties "held 
not the sword from blood " in ids 
straigbt-froni-thc-shoulder attacks upon a 
Christianity that is merely sentimental. 
If God fold a man to "do" a certain 
thing, it was the man's duly to go 
straight and do it, and ask no questions 
"why," but to hold God responsible, and 
to rely absolutely upon His Holy Spirit 
for success in the doing of it. It was 
the Captain's close adherence to this 
principle that had already, in more eases 
than one, stood him in such good stead, 
and had caused him mi a certain OL-uao- 
iou lo overcome the picjadh es of a 
gossipping woman, and won her soul 
for Christ, bv what Capt. John was 
pleased to call "pnictic.-i! hive." The 
lloor of the woman's house was real 
dirty on the Saturday morning when 
Ihe Capl.mj hud called 1o visit her. 
In justice to the domestic practices of 
the woman, we ought, however, to say 
thnt a pail of water, some soap, and a 
sernlibing-brush were all prepared, and 
the woman was evidently just nbout lo 
string on bcr apron and proceed with 
Hie cleansing process, when the Caplain 
entered, Capl, John look in the situa- 
tion. Something seemed to say to him— 
something which he believed to be the 
Spirit of (led— "The way lo that wo- 
man's soul is through the soap and 
scrubbing brush." In an iust.-mt Capt. 
John's cont was off, he was on his 
knees, hnd rolled op his sleeves, and 
had commenced at the lloor before the 
astonished woman had lime to gasp out. 
"What are yon going to do there ':"' 
"Yon wouldn't lie offended, ma'am, if 
I Iried my hand at scrubbing, would 
you V the Captain answered ; and 
what woman couiu say, "Yes, I would," 
lo such a question ns that '! The floor 
in question never looked whiter than 
-when Capt. John's muscular :\rm and 
powerful strength had been freely lav- 
ished upon iL 

Need I tell the reiaaindcr-a dumb- 
founded woman- the Captain on bis 
knees praying (lint the Blood of Jesus 
might make a woman's heart whiter than 
tiiiit scrubbed floor— a sinner cry'ng for 
m.-r.-y— Cupl. John rendy (o dance for 
joy, while angels shouted. " A sonl is 
saved ; the lost, is found 1" 

CI7APTBU HI. 
ARCHIBnbn M. BEING LOVED. 

When Capl. John was rot limine; from 
hi* TJ«itii:-:;. Archibald If. was a;a::i 
busy wilh his axe at the woodpile. He 
had rolled to uue side the old elm 
chunk, and hail postponed further deal- 
ings wilh it till a more eonveiiienl sen- 
son, at all events, till nearer dinner 
time, and was now "making things lly" 
in Ihe maple portion uf his sto, k of 
wood. 

"Practical love would help Ilia! man. 
too," was the centinienl wliii h sized 
!:;!:: rf ■>■" T„i,„v *„„l the moment 
be saw- Archibald M.. and Capt. John 
again failhrully adhered In tile bidding 
of the inward Sloniior. "fined morning, 
sir, you seem lo be having a lui^y time 
wilh Ihe wood-pile," said iie, in a very 
ehcrrful lone, as quite unnoticed he 
had approached, and was now standing 
iminedinlely behind. Archibald II. 

"f!ood morning," murmured Archibald, 
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in n low tunc, after ho hud turned round 
tu satisfy himself ns lo who the speaker 
wns. Even those ra-u words were quite 
n strain upon Archibald, Cor hie liery 
nnlurc hnd quickly "wiinncd Ml)," and 
ro lie plain nnd true, he felt just nt that 
inoniciit (l great deal more like using the 
nxc on tlic Captain than applying it to 
the piece of wood ; for what right had 
Hint fellow to iutrlidc on his premises ? 

Arehihnld wns just about to order 
Captain John off, when the Captain's 
odor to finish that old buttered block 
of elm prevented him. 

"That looks liUe a tough old piece 
over there, sir," continued dipt, John, 
"but I think I could manage to split it. 
Would you lend use the axe a moment 
and let me hnvc 11 try ?" 

Arehihnld M. was thunderstruck with 
astonishment, in the excitement of 
which be dropped the axe, mid then sar- 
castically renin iked, "Not a bit of it : 
you couldn't do a thing like that." 

Capt. John threw off bis coat and 
cap, grasped firmly the handle of the 
axe, put the clin block in position, took 
n full left-handed swing, and cleverly, 
jerked the force of his 180 lbs. avoir- 
dupois, and brought the axe inlo 
rcurlui contact with the chunk of elm. 
The old stump did not inll asunder, but 
it began to "squeak," ns if to say, "Thut 
is the hardest craek I ever got." 

"You evidently know how to strike n 
good blow," renin rked Archibald, ns lie 
Took n pace or two back, and critically 
Keratinized the Captain's every move- 
ment. 

" Oh, yes," replied the Captain, ns 
the nxe cuinc down onre again with 
even more telling effect upon the crack- 
ing, splintering, old elm stick- 
In about ten minutes Copt. John had 
severed ihe piece of elm into several 
parts, and was helling into other knotty 
or clear pieces, just as they eaiue, and 
with similar success, scarcely pausing 
to wipe awny the perspiration which, 
like silver bends, was standing on his 
brow. 

Archibald SI. said nothing, but simply 
and steadfastly watched the (Jnpta n 
with miugled feelings of surprise and 
scl [condemnation. He did not even 
notice that bis wife and one of the boys 
had now become eager spectators. 

Mrs. Archibald >1. couhl plainly see 
that her husband's prejudices against 
the Captain worts fast thawing oat ; 
she, therefore, stepped up close to hiui 
and snid in a low voice, "Archibald, 
doesn't the Captain know how to split 
wood ?" 

It was a little too much, even now. 
for Archibald to lend his lips nnd tongue 
to designate the man he was still watch- 
ing, "Captain," but he answered in n 
bit of murmuring voice, "He sticks lo it 
well, certainly." 

"You must be getting tired, CnpUiu. 
Have you taken breakfast yet '!" asked 
Mrs. A. M., utter a long pause. 

"Oh, that is all right. Just a littl.- 
hcnltliy exercise," answered the CaiKain, 
who continued, "I thought your husband 
looked tired, and tlint it would not hurl 
me to rest him n wee bit." 

"Tlint is kind. You are evidently a 
Scotchman, Cuplniu." 

"Oil, yes, I've seen Mionnie Dundee,' 
ma'am, n good few times. I perceive 
yon arc from canny Scotland, too." 

"Veil, yes indeed. You must come in 
and huvo some brealcfnst, Captain ; it 
is till ready." 

"Thank you. I would prefer to have 
n word of prayer together, if you would 
not mind, and then I must be going," 
replied the Caplain. 

"Well, (hen. come ill n moment, and 
I will cnll the children together, nnd, 
Archibald, you come, too," snid Sirs. A. 
M. 

By the time the children had nit got 
together, mid ere Archibald hud entered, 
the prim lilLle Scotch woman had n 
steuuiinf; dish °r pnnidce. a cun of tea, 
etc., nil on the tabic. She would be 
offended if Capt. John did not have "n 
wee bit, anyway." 

"If that man can pray as good as he 
bail chop wood he Is well worth hear- 
ing," thought Archibald, so lie followed 
thein to the dining-room. A few minute-' 
Inter Archibald's prejudices had com- 
pletely disappeared Jong before the con- 
versation hnd eetiscd, and which hud 
ensued while the Captain took brcakfnst 
They chatted about "the days of au:d 
long syne," the covenanters, ctc, ; and 
were fnst becoming intimntc friends. 
The Captain ate sparingly, then ron.d ■■•■ 
portion of Scripture from his no.kot 
Bible, and offered n fervent nnd devout 
prnver, tu which ench member of Archi- 
bald's family was nffeellon.-.toly ie- 
numbered. "And, Lord, do Thou bless 
dear Mr. M„" prayed the Cnptnni. 
"Draw him close to Thee, and enable 
him to embrace Thy salvation, and lo 
live to Thy glory. May he, and his 



denr wife, nnd each member of his fam- 
ily, be re-united one day, and may each 
hear Thee say, 'It is enough, come up 
higher, enler thou into the joy of thy 
Lord.' " 

The Captain shook hnuds, said lie 
would be delighted to see them at the 
meetings when convenient, poured upon 
each a hearty " God bless you," and 
left. 



CHAPTER IV. 
ARCHIBALD M. LOVIHG BACK. 

''That's what I cull practical religion, 
wife," anid Archibald, ns soon as he was 
sure the Cnptnin was nway beyond the 
sound of his voice. 

"1 believe the Cnytnin is o good man. 
Hidti't he pray nice V" answered Mrs. 
A. M. 

"I begin to like bim, wife, rcnlly I do. 
Suppose we go and hour Iiiin nt the 
barracks sometime." 

"Whenever you like, Archibald." 

It is a standard doctrine among Sal- 
vation Army oflleers— n doctrine which 
has been propounded from the early 
days of "the Training Home," if not long 
before— that before you can personally 
succeed in getting people to believe in 
Christ, you must convince them thai 
Christ is in you. Capt. John hnd til- 
rendy succeeded as to the lullor, ami 
this had gone a long way towards 
bringing about the former. 

When, therefore, n few days Inter, 
Archibald M. and his wife entered for 
the lirst time, the Snlvnlion Army bar- 
racks, the avenues of Archibald's soul 
were clonr and wide open, nnd the words 
which Cnpt. John spoke went straight 
to his heart. 

Archibald M. was deeply impressed 
with the service, nnd on the way home 
said to his wife (who was equally de- 
lighted) "That wns nbout the best ser- 
mon I ever heard." 

"I liked that part best," said the wife, 
"when the Cnptnin put bis baud over 
his heart, and snid, 'Tile Blond of Jesus 
Christ, God's Suu. clonuses ME from 
ALT. SIN JUST NOW.' 'Twas thnt 
that loiwhcd me. It seemed so real." 

"Have you heard the news ?" was the 
tlticstiou which, like wildfire, was passed 
fnnn one to Hie other, until it had be- 
come the tnlk and the wonder of the 
town. "Archibald M. t the old critic, 
kns been to the Salvation Army bar- 
racks, nnd hns got converted. Wonders 
will never cease ! There's nobody in 
this world whom Archibald M. now 
believes is half such a good man as 
Cnpt. John— yes, dipt. John, the very 
man whom he used to criticise, condemn, 
nnd groan nt so much. He cannot do 
enough for the Captain now, nnd is al- 
ways wanting him to go to his house to 
take meals. Iu fact, he looks upon the 
Cnptnin ns a little god." Such was the 
talk of C . 

Archibald's! wife got saved, too. So 
did one of his hoys ; nnd when, a litllc 
time Inter, the War Cry announced thnt 
Capt. John was promoted to staff rank. 
no man, or family, were more highly 
delighted than was Archibald M. and 
his household— for ibcy uii loved Captain 
John. 

But what pleased Cnpt. John so much 
was not the fact that personally he en- 
joyed the good grnees of Archibald M. 
mid his fnmily, although about that 
there was not even the shadow of a 
doubt, for the cupboard at the olllccis' 
tltinrters hnd been too full of meals, 
butter, fresh eggs, nnd Scotch cakes anil 
pies, with n chicken nnd the like occnJ- 
iuunlly thrown in, ever since Archibald 
M. had learned that purely out of love 
to his own soul, Cnpt. John hnd so 
cheerfully nnd earnestly tackled the old 
knotty pieces of his wood-pile, and hid 
done that on an empty stomach, and 
with the oupiionra at the quarters bare 
of food, which Arehihnld couldn't help 
but think, must hnvc been gauntly stnr- 
ing Capt. John in the face all the time 
while he so mnnftilly swung the nxe 
that momiuL', 

No ! It wns this that pleased Captain 
John. Archibald M. really loved God 
now. Ho did his wife. Tiiis wus evid- 
enced hy the iinsaiusnyable proof: that 
Archibald loved his neighbor, and loved 
the Bnlvntion Army. Nor did he tire in 
standing on the street corner in the 
open-air meetings, and fnlthfully wnrn- 
iiiK bis nciphborn and townspeople of 
"the wrath to come," and lovingly in- 
viting them to "seek the Lord while 
Hp may be found." It would need to 
he n mighty elevcr man, too, who conld 
succeed in so pnlling the wool over Arehi- 
. bald's, eyes us to prevent liliu bickljiB 
"bis brother" about his soul's salvation 
In n straightforward way. And who 
was there that dared, In Archibald's 
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meiit, when Em line rushed up the 

stairs, panting out. "I will not slay an- 
other day. I will go back lo my old life 
nntl I doii'l care what becomes <if iim." 

Hasiy preparations for departure were 
being made when the Captain entc.ed 
the little room ; but after a few kind 
words tin' angry limes gave way tu sobs 
"You will not go nnd lenve inc. dear," 
anil the answer, "No," came softly from 
her lips. Afterwards, when the Cnutuin 
was silting in the sewing room for n 
few minutes' tiuiet, with no light but the 
moonlight which flooded in at the win 
tlow, n figure stole softly in the roi.m. 
and burying its head in her lap with n 
hitler cry of. "Oh, Capp'e," while her 
while upnni wns Implied with a flood 
of learn which, for their preciousness 
and Tcpeiiuiner. expressed theiuselvo* 
like the Mngdnleii's when she washed 
her Saviour's loot Willi a like crystal 
si renin. Long she wept, and then grsid- 
nnlly HETWKUN TUB SOPH (• \^f !■• 
HER PITIFUL fSTOHY-n moliiories"s 
child left to the mercy or a brutal f:i- 
ther, then sent out to Canada by a Su- 
cicty, mixing lip wirh rough, wild g'rls 
on tlic voyage : no other npuiiuliiLluco 
lull them when she Innded a -trangcr 
in o distant land. What wonder itiiil 
she hnd drifted ialo the snd, nivfiil 
street life until coming into the Home. 

From tbnt time a change gradually came 
over the wild, untamed nature, the 
power of Christ's love, manifested by n 
human henrt, peuctrnieu iuio llu. deepest 
recesscH of her nature, nnd manifested 
Itself in little nets of devotion. Never 
would her eyes close in sleep until the 
Captain went to bed, nnd the last good- 
night given was the Captain's. Her feci 
were never weary in running up and 
down stairs getling things lo relieve her. 
Her first wages, when she left the 
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Mimik-rfrriug for all the h.vc thai had 
been expended on her blighted life. Til 10 
IfCMAX I.DVK SKKMI'.'l* Tl> I.KAD 
I IKK TO THE DIVINE. H'mee then 
Icn venrs have rolled bv. fin- wits con- 
verted, and has been happily married. :i 
inenilier of a church and sing lit? in the 
choir. She is indeed n proof <•< Gail's 
saving power. Mho hns never, to Hie 
write;'.- knowledge, drifted bud; inn. Bin. 



It is easy to understand the women 
™, i!,cjr way !o |h« s»u»ib-Iire. being 
troubled, and asking despondently. "Wlin 
shall roll awny the stone V" li nftn 
baiipcns that delusion begets donbl. mil 
doubt despondency. An instance of this 
is found here. The stone which sinml "I 
the durance of (he tomb, from its si*.' 
nnd weight, presented to their niituls a 
formidable dilllcully, but noeilli'sjly. hi' 
cause subsequent events proved (hat it 
was non-existent.— Major Cuthbert. 

When yon ,iri> emm- To the other s'.V 
of the witter, mid hnvc set down y»»r 
foot on the shore of glorious etcnuly, 
nnd look back again to the waters, :i m! 
lo your wearisome journey, and sladl 
see in that clear glass of endless g'ory 
nciirer to the bottom of God's wisdoia 
you shall then be forced to sny, "If *•■"' 
bn.l ,l„ n r. ^ili-rwi-- willi me Hum He 
linth done, 1 had never come to the en- 
joying of this crewn of glory." h i-j 
your part now to believe, nnd suffer, ami 
hope, nnd wnil un ; for I protest in the 
presence of thai all-discerning Eye. Wli" 
knowelh what I write and what 1 think. 
thnt I would not want the sv.-eel ex'!'"rj- 
ence of the consolation of Cod fur nil 
the bitterness of affliction ; nay. whether 
Cod come to His children with a n"l <| r 
a crown, if lie come llimsoli with it. '| 
is welt. Welcome, welcome, Jc-ois . 
what v.-ny soever Thou rome. if we can 
get n sight or Thee, And sure I am. it 
is better to be sick— providing Cod e»aie 
lo the bedside, and draw aside the ctir- 
tnin, and sny, "Courage ! I am I by snl- 
vnlion"— thnii to enjoy health -being 
lusty nnd strong— and never be visiled or 
Cod.— Samuel Itutherfonl. willten dar- 
ing his imprisonment in Aliprdcen. 
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pressed their imr 
minds of men, They ring 
our joys, and ask it to join i 
sob out in heavy clangs our ' 
hearts to weeping because w 
out all the harmonies of lot 
two hearts made one ; they c 
the young, the poor and the 
the meeting-house ; they tel 
lime for study, and men it is : 
they even make the babies I 
of teething by their dulcet i 
of a pink string — in fact, thi 
life through which they do i 
there any epoch in which the 
But the first set-a-ringing, 
ing, the sweetest-sounding, 1 
nig, were the bells that aunt 
the breaking of an Easter 
when from the belfry of ; 
sepulchre there burst the < 
chime which shook the work 
In this chime of bells th 
the sweetest sound the sinni 
heard ; there is the most cor 
tone the mourner ever knew ; 
is the brightest note death's 
ever echoed. All that man' 
can crave, all his salvation der 
all his eternity claims, is pn 
for in these Gosj^d chimes. 

First, i Hear Them Ringin 
Theme of ttedemptioi 

There is one bell in Europe 
cost three hundred thousand d 
It has been at a vast expense 
resonant tongues have been 
to our great cathedrals an 
towers, but into this one Re 
tion Bell was thrown all the cc 
coffers of Heaven's Treasury, 
price can never be estimated, 
was all the wealth of Heaver 
— there was the mind and h< 
Omnipotence in it — there w 
love of God in it ; it was sha 
the burning mass of Golg 
agonies ; the tidings of pare 
love for the most sinning s 
earth swing in its tongue, and 
this Spring morning iiili and 
and valley and brook, and bii 
branch, and flower and bush ii 
angels and arch-angels, and tl 
Lhuu.iund glorified hosts of the 
singing out the praises this J 
time of Redemption's chime. 

Could there be tidings calci 
to bring greater joy than the t 
of forgiveness for sins, delivt 
from guilt, power to lift the b 
which presses the heart.? 
world is full of brazen advc 
ments of patent remedies to i 
sin, flaring play-bills invite 
transgressor to turn his gaze 
the terrible realities of a searei 
to fabled frivolities ; blaze of 
and blare of band tempt the i 
heart to seek an antidote f 
aching in the waltz and wli 
the ball, while a myriad mod 
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Love that eradicates the roots of bitterness 
from the heart, and sorrow from the life, and 
leaves only its sweetness there. Let all the 
ages of eterniLy be .spent in praise for .such a 
Gospel ! Endless Day will be too short to 
demonstrate its glory! "Oh that the world 
would taste and see the riches of His Grace ! " 
Let every heart whose sin has perished in the 
fires of Redeeming Love take hold of the rope 
and help ring out Redemption's chime till all 
mankind shall catch the sound, and sing the 
story, " Saved by Grace." 

Second, I Hear Them Ringing "Whoso- 
ever Will Ma.y Come." 



ELLS — tn what universal service have 
these metallic voices been put ! No 
civilized or pagan portion of the 
universe where they have not im- 
pressed their importance upon the 
minds of men. They ring out to the world 
our joys, and ask it to join in the laugh ; they 
sob out in heavy clangs our woes, calling other 
hearts to weeping because we weep ; they peal 
out all the harmonies of love, at the union of 
two hearts made one ; they call to the aged and 
the young, the poor and the rich, to worship in 
the meeting-house ; they tell the children it is 
time for study, and men it is the hour for work ; 
they even make the babies forget the agonies 
of teething by their dulcet chatter at the end 
of a pink string — in fact, there is no phase of 
life through which they do not ring, neither is 
there any epoch in which they do not share. 

But the first set-a-ringing, the furthest-reach- 
ing, the sweetest-sounding, the longest-linger- 
ing, were the bells that announced 
the breaking of an Easter dawn, 
when from the belfry of a split 
sepulchre there burst the Gospel 
chime which shook the world. 

In this chime of bells there is 
the sweetest sound the sinner ever 
heard ; there is the most consoling 
tone the mourner ever knew ; there 
is the brightest note death's valley 
ever echoed. All that man's soul 
can crave, all his salvation demands, 
all his eternity claims, is provided 
for in these Gos[.?l chimes, 

Firat, I Hear Them Ranging the 
Theme of Sietiemption. 

There is one bell in Europe which 
cost three hundred thousand dollars. 
It lias been at a vast expense these 
resonant tongues have been given /: >i 

to our great cathedrals and city ^A- 

towers, but into this one Redemp- J3&# 

tioii Bell was thrown al I the costliest 
coffers of Heaven's Treasury The ?£Mim 

price can never be estiin.Ued. There 
was all the wealth of Heaven in it 
—there was the mmd and heart of 
Omnipotence in it — there was the -Jifssl: 

love of God in it ; it was shapen in "aH 

the burning mass of Golgotha's >* 

agonies ; the tidings of pardoning <;, 

love for the most sinning soul of 
earth swing in its tongue, and I hear 
this Spring morning hill and dale, 
and valley and brook, and bird and 
branch, and flower and bush in with 
angels and arch-angels, and the ten 
thousand glorified hosts of the skies. 
singing out the praises this Easter 
time of Redemption's chime. 

Could there be tidings calculated 
to bring greater joy than the tidings 
of forgiveness for sins, deliverance 
from guilt, power to lift the burden 
which presses the heart? The 
world is fuil of brazen advertise- 
ments of patent remedies to forget 
sin, flaring play-bills invite the 
transgressor to turn his gaze from 
the terrible realities of a seared soul 
to fabled frivolities; blaze of light, 
and blare of band tempt the weary 
heart to seek an antidote for its 
aching in the waltz and whirl of 
the ball, while a myriad mockeries 



offer to throw the cloak of seeming snintii- 
ness over the spirit perverted and polluted by 
wrong-doing. With what bitter disappoint- 
ment have these fair falsehoods led hundreds 
of hearts void of hope, and bereft of happiness, 
down the steep inclines of remorse ! The world 
has no streams in which to drown recollection 
of wrong ; no cloak can hide the awful reality 
of evil. There is no comfort in forgetting to- 
day what must be remembered through an 
everlasting morrow; no security in time- lent 
coverings which eternity will strip : all the 
cymbals rung by sin's quack physicians will 
only curse the patients they persuade. But I 
hear ringing from this Easter belfry a chime 
which thrills the world, "/ will blot out as a 
thick cfoud tiicir transgressions" No half meas- 
ure; here — no false remedy. 

It is love that pardons all iniquity — Love 
that cleanses every stain— Love that sweeps 
sin 'neath the only tide that can ever cover it — 
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A general invitation. This to my heart is the 
most captivating tone in the whole chime. It is 
so absolutely irrespective of race, kind, class or 
circumstance — it calls in the palace, it calls in 
the hut — it calls to the weary, it calls to the sad 
— it calls through the heights of sorrow, and the 
wastes of despair — it calls to the wounded, to the 
wronged, to the sinning — -it calls to the young 
in the day-dream of childhood— it calls to the 
old man leaning on his stick in the winters of 
life — come, come to the Gospel ! I hear it 
call to the thirsty with their parched tongues 
and fevered spirits — come to gushing fountains 
which never run dry. 1 hear it call to the weary 
whose hearts ache and break 'ncath the load of 
earth's cares — come to the rest there is in Love 
and Peace. I hear it call to those whose lives 
have been embittered by the sting of disappoint- 
ment — disappointed in the home, disappointed 
in the children, disappointed in the business, 
disappointed in the friends, disappointed in the 
prospects — all that was to have 
been, hasn't been ; all that was pro- 
mised never came to pass — yet 
there need be no despair, for 
through this long vista of sadness 
this Easter Bell calls to the Source 
of all Consolation, and to the im- 
perishable Hrcad which only blos- 
soms into greater loaves as you 
break it. I hear it eall to the 
mourner over whose brow have 
swept heavy billows of grief — many 
times in her home have all the 
blinds been drawn, through her 
door little coffins have passed, in 
her heart have been carried pains 
and smarts the outside world can 
neither feel, see, nor understand 
— tears have been her meat and 
drink such a many more days than 
anything else,but here in this Easter 
Chime ring the tidings of great 
joy to all people, no matter who 
you are and what you are ; never 
mind if you are very poor, never 
mind if you are very bad — uie belis 
are ringing, and tell of griefs being 
carried, and pains borne, and "Who- 
soever will may come," for " the 
winter is past, the rain •■? over and 
gone." History 1ells us that on the 
islane of Malta a most terrifying 
storm raged, and that the Bishop 
hud all the belis rung- — doubt- 
| less induced by the delusion that 

the ringing would quiet the storm. 
This was only a delusion, but it is 
a glorious truth that these Easter 

Christ Jesus, wiil at last quiet all 
the stonr.ii of tills woilu's sorrow, 
and all the storms of this world's 
sin. 

Third, i Hear Them Ringing 
An Alarm 

There is no path which has not 
echoed with the gong of warning. 
The solemn tread of funeral pro- 
cessions and the heavy clang of the 
passing bell have rung out the in- 
disputable importance of being 
ready to meet God. Down through 
the highways and by-ways, and 
most secret hiding-places of guilt, 
has sounded this alarm. Its ring 
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outcries the 
winecup's clash, 
and rattle of 
dice, the frivol- 
ous laughter and 
unseemly jest — 
change of scene or time or 
circumstance cannot still i& 
ringing. Sceptics of science, 
butterflies of fashion, de- 
votees of dollars and de- 
bauchees of drin k must hear 
it — hear it either to their 
eternal profit or their ever- 
lasting ruin. 

Hidden beneath the high 
tide billows of the ocean, 
near the coast of Scotland, there lay a treach- 
erous rock. When the waves were low its 
j:i^ed crown was distinctly visible, but when 
at their highest flow, their limpid tossings gave 
no warning of the death-trap below. Numbers 
of unwary mariners had gone down with their 
crafts at this spot. An old man of God who 
lived tn hermit seclusion upon these shores, 
steered across the shallows and fastened a pon- 
derous bell upon the unseen snare. Then, when 
the waters covered the cruel outlines of the crag, 
their every undulation set the bell in motion, 
and the wilder rolled the billows, the louder 
rang the bell, 

Spike-pierced hands, 'midst the bloody fury 
of Golgotha's storm, fixed innumerable bells of 
warning upon the rocks of ruin which crowd 
the seas of Time. There is not a soul out on 
life's waters which has not heard them. From 
the rocks of vice, where the waves of shame 
beat rude and relentlessly, the bell tolls that 
disasters and perils are there. " How shall ye 
escape if ye neglect so great a salvation ? " 
meets the drifting barques of the forgetters and 
rejecters of Sod. Over the dark sea of the 
transgressor I hear these three tolls ring out — 
Eternity is a truer reality than time. Judgment 
is a stronger friend or foe than death. Hell is 
equal in agony with Heaven hi joy. Hurry! 
hurry ! and get ready for the greatest moment — 
the most stupendous moment of Life, of Death, 
of Time, of Eternity, of Earth, of Heaven, of 



Men, of Devils, of Angels— the moment when 
the soul is weighed in the balances, and the die 
of every destiny cast. Oh ! these Easter chimes 
which tell of so many things, buried since last 
the dear Spring sunlight kissed the budding 
flowers — I hear them ringing to you and to, me 
— hurry and be ready. 

The amiable Mendelssohn when dying said, 
" Do the work thou hast to do to-day, for the 
bell will soon be tolling." 

I -hear them ringing, "Nozu is Christ risen 
from the dead and become the. first fruits of 
them that slept." What a natural dread there 
is of death 1 That one hour in which the 
mightiest need of all life sets in: that 
shady mystic path which all feet must tread, 
and tread, whether strong or trembling, alone ; 
those gates across whose gaping threshold 
the greatest and the smallest must pass, and 
during which passing, an indescribable want 
pinches the heart to have some hand hold yours. 
When the strong get there, their strength is 
gone and they are weak ; when the great get 
there, their greatness is gone and they are small ; 
when the rich get there, their riches are gone 
and they are poor. 

One great hour — filled with farewells. World- 
ly treasures — no matter how sweet on earth — 
cannot find their sweetness then. Wealth, no 
matter how prized in life, who wants to be 
bothered with moneyin death? Friends, well, all 
that one can say to them here is "Good-bye." 
The dew of an everlasting day is on the brow, 
the pressure of an endless eternity impedes the 
pulse, the dimness of approaching night rests 
on the eye, an icy river chills the feet, the heart 
but throbs the death knell, all's over, all's gone. 
The day's closed, the sun's down — down behind 
the hills, face too pale for color, lips too stiff to 
speak, hands too heavy to raise, limbs too rigid 
to move, eyes too blind to see. It is death- 
death. Children left, wife left, business left, 
street left, city left — all left for the grave. The 
cold, dark grave. It has held so many in its 
relentless hands of our prettiest things in too 
deep a place for us ever to reach, them. Has 
no strength ever rivaled its inexorable power? 
Yes, I hear my Faster chime pealing out 
through floral fragrance and leafy loveliness and 
bird ling's matin song, and through all Nature's 
infant season, when from the cold white tomb 
of Winter's death there blossoms into existence 
the glorious life of resurrection — that carol of a 
greater dawn springing from a denser night, 
" Now is Christ risen from the dead, and become 
the first fruits of them that slept." It is not 
death — it is life. It is not the grave — it is 
glory. It is not destruction — it is resurrection. 



It was the hand of a ruffian with the heart of 
a brute which thrust open the iron door of the 
dungeon and announced that the arena was now 
ready for the fair young maiden at whose feet 
knelt one of the strongest and aoblest of 
the sons of the Imperial City of the Cajsars. 
Despite the impassionate pleadings of her 
lover, the maiden held unwaveringly to her 
religion. Then with that look which the face 
alone wears at faith's first awakening, the young 
man sprang to his feet, and taking the hanil 
of the girl, cried, "The Christianity which 
lights thy soul has led me to the Christ ; I, too, 
will be a Christian ; come, my bride, through 
the gates of death to the banquet of Glory." 

Yes, for the Christian, death has lost its sting, 
the grave its victory ; it is but the shady pas- 
sage to the warm and light of our eternal 
home. 

It is sin whieh fills the passing hour with a 
bitterness no .human tongue has ever been able 
to tell. The vivid memories of chances lost, 
vows broken, virtues wrecked, battling with the 
firm belief ,in judgment and hell which so 
strangely .takes possession of the heart when its 
last hope has flown — that belief voices the 
doom of the soul before its offended God de- 
clares it. Death, to the sinner, declares the 
unbridgeable gulf between the creature and 
the Creator. But for the righteous this crucial 
hour holds no dread ; even a child who 
knows anything of the love of Christ will 
iay down smiiing to die. The little four- 
year-old girl of one of my officers, whose father 
had been suddenly translated to Hea-ven, 
waking her mother early one morning, said : — 
" We had better go to papa soon, mamma, -ivc 
shall only have to ring-a-ting-ttng on ths stars, 
Jesus will open the door, papa will be waiting 
there and we shall just walk in," 

Oh this Easter triumph, this promise beyond 
the grave, lilting the cares from our hearts, 
smoothing the furrows from our brows, kissing 
the fears from our souls, just because Christ 
Himself waded through Jordan, calming the 
tide ; walked through the shadows, leaving the 
light ; laid in the cold sod, robbing its chill; was 
locked in the tomb to burst its bonds, win its 
triumph, crush its strength and f-jench its 
sting. Oh, even the grave becomes a benedic- 
tion inasmuch as it takes all our wounds, aj! 
our cares, all our pains, all our tears, and death 
itself becomes glorious inasmuch as it lifts tis 
to life eternal. And so, oh Death, we will not 
dread thee, but by the power of a risen Christ 
will fearlessly march to meet thee, confident 
that though to-day we die, to-morrow — in the 
springtime of Glory — we live. 




By COMMISSIONER BA1LTON. 




IT, that this Easier 
a voice like thilt or' 
mi archnngol, and 
n sight of a Risen 
Saviour L'vmt jiioi-f 
startling than what 
Mar;- saw in tin- 
garden, might come 
upon Cfiryboily 
ivlio |irofesccj to 
follow Christ, ami 
arouse them to the 
necessity of going further tn meet Him 
thim they have ever dona before ! 

"Not hero," is the great lesson which ■ 
oomos to every believing lienrt from Hie 
grave-side continually, and it may be to 
every one of us the greatest comfort, lis 
well aa the sharpest spur, to know that 
to-morrow this may he said of us. If 
we are true to Jesus Christ, a glorious 
end may come to our lightings for Him. 
just when It seems least likely, nnd the 
weary and despised of to-dny may be 
the trinmplmnt conqueror of to-morrow, 
far out of sight of the contemptlhle little 
world that watt not hip enough to hold 
Him. Thus, whoever has n real, living 
faith in the Henurrcction must needs 



have euougli patient joy to muko an 
easy pathway over any quantity of bil- 
lows that one life-time enn contain. 

The Angelic Door-Keeper. 
Dut, delightful as it limy bo to rend 
in the Insurrection the. revelation of our 
own eternal fnture, wc must be partic- 
ularly in need of the iimHer-uf-iacE an- 
gel's reproof, if, standing by our Master's 
open grave, we were to he foiiud mainly 
nccnplcd with meditations about our own 
small sclvea. I have never been able to 
read that wonderful atory of the firsi 
Easter Morninf;, without a lilllu wonder 
about those blessed angels. Wlint a 
tremendous contrast between their sim- 
plo, mattor-of-faet duty and conduct at 
that prove, and the whole theory of 
angeldom with which pretty pictures 
and songs hnve familiarized us ! Those 
dear angels who, I have nlwnya hoped, 
were only on that duty for the few hours 
necessary to tell tlie disciples where to 
go, seem to inc always so manifestly 
forerunners of the poor Salvntion Army 
door-keeper, Sergeant, or Cndct, who hns 
to stand outstrip, in order that his com- 
rades may have a pood time in n de- 
monstration I Many a Ihousand such 



flesli-and-blood angels, thank God, will 
patiently perform their duty this Easter. 
Ob, that the sight of them might make 
a deep impression on many of the thous- 
ands who will "pass on" at their direc- 
tion to some great treat, without once 
reflet-ting on Hie possibility of rising in 
the grandeur of the angelic life of 
service which they nee in llcsh and 
blood before them ! 

Do You Want a Revelation 9 

"Not here," said the angels, aud then, 
with the simplest practical directions, 
sent their henrers oil where Jesus waul- 
ed them. Whnt nn opportnnity for sub- 
lime barnnging thrown away ! We have 
not even a hint or the sweet, comforting 
endearments whieh one might have ex- 
pected towards poor women, especially 
in thnt hour of wonder and amazement. 
And yet anylhing of the kind would 
have been entirely inconsistent with the 
glorious tidings of Easter morn. The 
simplest way to dry everybody's tear*, 
and save everybody's regrets and time, 
was to give iho curt, prjitib-al ilirfctlwr, 
which, if followed, would in the shortest 
time bring the disciple and hi» or her 
Lord together. 

Now, dearly beloved reader, do yon 
really care to have a revelation of Jesus 
Christ to your own ssoul, this Easter ? 
The millions of Christendom will un- 
doubtedly bo more interested in seeking 
for some new article of dress, some new 
jewel, booh, sermon, or other curiosity. 
But surely the readers of the War Cry 
will, some of them nt least, wish to 
press in nearer to Jesus than they ever 
got hefore, and will be ready to take 



some trouble to secure the new sensa- 
tion which only a fresh upspringing of 
Divine life in one's soul enn briug. 

"Not here" is perhaps the shortest and 
clearest explanation that could possibly 
be givci: ;,, such a soul, who comes in- 
quiring where to find new inspiration, 
new liglit, new power from on high tn 
follow Jesus. The one simple coinnmn,l 
word or the Risen Pnviour to all lis 
followers was and is. "Go ;" and those 
who earnestly seek to know tlic rawr 
of His Itcxiirri-ciiou, tn experience lli>' 
fullness of His salvation, and (o enrry 
out <o the utmost extent His wishes 
must nlwnys be ready to move on. 

Now, this, iilas ! :b exactly what tic 
followers nf Christ are always least dis- 
posed to do. His closest friends delighi 
to sit at His feet, Some of (hose wlm 
bring Him the most costly presents are 
the moot inclined lo circle round somr 
"hallowed spot," where they have been 
iiiiu-h hlcssfil, nnd have, nerlinns. even 
been Iho menus of Messing to others. 
Tar be it from me to denv that these 
drar souls will get their Easter blessing. 
But. oh. Hint T could feel that more 
of them would lie made dissatisDcd to 
stay just where they are ! 

"Not here 1" I fancy some of tlie>e 
loving admirers of the Saviour nnd the 
Piilvnlkm Army might well exclaim. 
" Whatever do yon want ? Do yon 
know how mnny years I have been fol- 
lowing the Master ? Do you bnl'eve 
me when I say that in everything I am 
seeking to glorify Him, and that t am 
willing to suffer or do anything for His 
sake 7" 



Oh, yes, dear son 
true ; but thnt is ji 
likely to be content 
experience (his I. 
unhappily, to rcc 
you nre, for n 
more. And th 

the chief reason v 
Kingdom aiwa3's coi 
seems to get invariab 
it has begun to make 
Have you ever reall 
of the world around 
Christendom singing 
the Resurrection of 
seek. and to save tin 
Aud yet how inany 
live in your street wi 
as n living Person t 
You have around 
lation as utterly i 
of Jesus as livinj 
as the people of 
Easter morning. A 
nious majority of thi 
bowing in spirit beroi 
chrc this year hai 
ception that God i 
personally should nrn 
ten I ion to His life or 
poor women who ear 
they supposed, to einl 

Oh, will you— is it 
to — realize thnt .Tesii! 
Inst somewhere n^ar 
this Easter morning, 
waiting nnd watching 
really come nnd mnkc 
to meet Him who w 
still in darkness ? I 
say that you have I 
long time, but have r 
get many to take an; 
rcnlly suppose, then, 
Saviour of the world, 
er of pcrsous, is rcsii 
iug a pretty result less 
did He give mankind : 
of nil that the little 
the trouble to go In t 
did that morning ? 

He Is Near 
Oh, 1 tell you, we 
yet taken iu one-inilli 
importance or our live 
or this horrible habit, 
off, of thinking of tk< 
thcr than of the livint 
as you are rcadiug t 
scribes are writing au 
say, two thousand year 
quite as wonderfully a 
New Testament. Oh, tl 
tell of somebody who, 
fore the Easter War 
light from heaven, ai 
out, for Jesus' sake, i 
house or private liousa 
sipiarc or small alley, 
never been before, to 
what Jesus and His 
been pointing out as 
done ! 

Do you renljy belie* 
chance of preventing t 
ynn rrnm going in hell 
arousing them to look i 
they have pierced, and 
do, then, for pity's kii 
querying as to whether 
use for you to try to i 
them. Go ! go ! go ! 
hnve got many steps in 
real, faithful witnessin 
Lord, you will prolrnt 
interview with Him— a 
tion of His love and po 
dcrful as the disciples 
started off so quickly hi 
had assured theni that, 
and to plensc Jesus v 
moaning and weeping n 
but to go and tell othc 



DEATHS V 

By GEO. LC 

Death is the curse < 

Eurih is a graveyi 
•• Leaves have tlieir til 

Men share the scl 
i''loi\i'ih bine u utile 

Swallows n time tc 
Ftars, ere the morn 

All have a time to 

Denlh is the curse < 

Earth is a gravoyr 
" Denves hnve their til 

CHRIST shared tin 
But Jesus rose again 

Glory to God, Mos 
Cense, heart, thy be 

Jesus will never ill 
Ucpcat the glad refiii 

Jesus will never di 
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Oil, yes, dear soul, tlint is nil qu'le 
tnie ; but tluit ie just why you are so 
likely (u be content without any n:-\v 
experience I liis Kinder, so likely, 
unhappily, to remain ju-t where 
you hit, for many nn Hastcr 
more. And tlmt is, perhnps, 

Hid chief reason why Jesus Christ's 
Kingdom ulwnys comeH so slowly, nud 
seems to get invariably l)Iui:ki<d wherever 
it linn begun to make n link' progress. 

Have you ever really taken in (lie Btnu' 
or J hi' world mound you '! Here is all 
Christendom singing Hallelujah over 
the Itesuri-celiou of Him Who came lo 
seek, and in save thnt which was lost. 
And yet how ninny or the people who 
live in your street will even (real .lesus 
ns {i living Poison this Blister Week V 
1'oh linvo around you n pop:i- 
lntion an utterly unlikely to think 
of .IcsiiH as living nmnngst them, 
ns the people of .lerusnlem tlmt 
Enster morning. And yet (ho enor- 
mous majority of tile true worshippers 
bowing in spirit before the Holy Sepul- 
chre this year have no more con- 
eeplioii Hint God intends thnt they 
personally should nrouse the world's at- 
tention to His life and power, ihnn the 
poor women who enme with spires, ns 
(lley supposed, lo embalm a dend bnily. 

Oil, will yon— is it possible to get you 
to— realize Hint Jesus Christ is nfionl. 

this Easter morning, and Hint He is 
wailing mid watching lo see if you will 
really come mid innke somebody go out 
to meet Him ivho would otherwise sit 
still in darkness ? Yon may, perhnp-, 
sny (lint you have lioen trying for n 
long lime, bid have never been able lo 
get ninny to take nny notiee. Do you 
really suppose, then, thnt this great 
Saviour of the world, Who is no respect- 
er of persons, is resigned to your linv- 
iiig n pretty rcsultless life ? Then why 
did He give mnnkind so precise a record 
or nil tlint the Jit 1 lo liniidfu] who look 
(lie trouble to go to the tomb, said and 
did thnt morning 7 

He Is Near Thee : 

Oh, I toll yon, we hnve none of ns 
yet taken iu oiie-uiillionth part of Ike 
importance of our lives, and nil because 
of this horrible habit, so hnrd to slinlse 
off, of thinking of the dead Christ ra 
liter thnn ot the living One. As surely 
us you are reading this page, angelic 
scribes are writing another one, which, 
say, two thousand years heneo, may rend 
unite ns wonderfully ns uuything in the 
New Testament. Oh, that that page may 
tell of somebody who, ns they sat He- 
fore the faster Wnr Cry, saw n new 
light from heaven, and went straight 
out, for Jesus' sake, into some public- 
house or private house-, into some g:eat 
bt]iuiru or miiull alley, where they Iind 
never been before, to begin, at last, 
what Tennis mid His angels had lung 
been pointing out ill; necessary (■■ be 
done ! 

Uo yon really believe thnt the only 
chance of preventing the people nround 
you from going lo hell for ever lies in 
arousing them to look upun Him Whom 
they have pierced, nml mourn ? If .mil 
do, then, lor pity's snkc, give lip your 
yueryiug ns to whether it would be any 
use lor you to try to do Boini-iIiiii B for 
them. Go ! go ! £0 ! nnd bernre yon 
have got mnny steps in the new path of 
renl, faithful witnessing; for the Itisen 
Lord, you will probnbly have a new 
interview with Him— n new mnnifesdi- 
tion of His love mid power just ns won- 
derful ns the disciples hnd, when tliey 
sturtcd off so quickly bcenuse the nngels 
hnd assured them tlint the way to see 
mid to please Jesus wits not to slop 
moaning and weeping nhout His death, 
but to go nnd toll others of Him. 



DEATH'S VICTOR, 



By GEO. LOGAN. 

Death is the curse of all ; 

Earth is u grnveynrd great ; 
" lii-rives linvo llicir lime to inll ; :: 

Men slinro the selfsnine fate. 
i'luHuio lone il Uli.e iu fnde ; 

Swallows a time to ily ; 
Stars, ere the inurii'a decade ■ 
All have n time to die. 

Death is the. curse of all ; 

Enrth is a grnveynrd great ; 
" Lonvos hnve their time to fall ;" 

CHICIST shared the selfsame fnte. 
But Jesus rose again. 

Glory to God, Bloat High ! 
Cense, heart, thy heating pain, 

JeniiH will never die ! 
Ttepent the gltd refrain, 

Jesus will never die 1 
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pressed, he 
in a state 
melancholy. I 

enn iningiiu; I sol- 
ium, ns in n 
mood of utter 
dejection, he re- 
clines upon the 
luxurious cush- 
ions in one of 
nC Hint miig- 



nilieent Eastern pnlnee. Probnbly his 
harp, upon which his skilful fingers of- 
ten moved, bringing forth notes of pur- 
est harmony and sweetest melody, stood 
silent nnd inanimate beside him. He 
hnd no desire to exercise the wondrous 

ed Ilia lonely hours us n shepherd lad on 
the Bethlehem mountnin side, made for 
him n welcome in the King's court, and 
oniiK-d that immortal appellation, "the 
Sivoet Singer of Israel." Upon his hcnrl 
weighed a torturing, tormenting burden 
of unrest, over his spirit swept nn in- 
descrihnble sense of loneliness nnd fenr, 
n cloud ns dense ns midnight darkness 
overshadowed him and seemed lo ob- 
scure every glenin of light and obliterate 
every star of hope from his sky. 

Oh, the impenetrable gloom which en- 
velopes the spirit "east down" with de- 
pression ! All the happiness of the past 
is for the moment forgotten, the memory 
of the answered pruyers of oilier days 
fndes from the mind ; the goodness n£ 
God iu so often opening nn unexpected 
turning in ihe road ; in making n way of 
cscnpc in thnt dire temptntion ; in send- 
ing balm and healing to the saddened 
spirit in time of bereavement nnd sor- 
row ; in lifting up the head ngnin when 
bowed willi hopeless disappointment ; in 
clearing np a misunderstanding which 
thiealciied to break the- Iteait mid blight 
the lire j in the thousand ways that the 
cloud hud been rifted— nil, for the time 
being, passes aivay, and nothing but u 
mysterious present appears to the mental 
vision, bringing a fear for the future, 
a aouht in God, nn unhnppy heart, nnd 
if indulged, n ruined spiritual life. Whut 
the specific ciuise of David's mood wns 
the I'snlni does not tell us, nuywny the 
human heart cannot always give a run- 
son for the darkness which at such 
limes sweeps over it. 

IScfare speaking of tin.- cuh»-b uf de- 
pression, I want to sny one tiling— that 
iu Dnvid's ense, as in ninny nnolher, it 
is no sign of a wenk character. David 
was fearless and courageous. Witness 
him in the days of his noble young man- 
hood tenring to pieces the wild bensts in 
defenee of his Hock. See the youth of 
"ruddy countenance" bravely facing the 
ginnt who dciied the armies of the 
living God, nnd with no nnnor but his 
confidence in his Gnd, no svoapon but 
Hie little stones from the brook in his 
pocket, felling to the earth that formid- 
able foe. In the character sketch given 
by Saul's servant iu commending David 
to the King, one of the testimonies as 
lo bis fitness for the royal favor wns 
tlmt he wns "a vnliunt mini, n ninn of 
wnr," It wns no evidence, therefore, 
■jf a lack of human courage, but there 
liiur-t have been a cause for David's de- 
pression. 

1 St.— It May Have Been Physical or Mon tat 
T.ftntrunr, 

His bodily strength or nervous ciiergy 
may have been completely exhausloii. 
The responsibilities of his exulted 



position probably pressed heavily upon 
his kingly brow, nnd this would account 
largely Tor the dark experience of his 
soul. Our inner life is very susceptible 
'o our outward condition. A most triv- 
ial cause sometimes mnUes all the differ- 
ence between happiness and uuEinppiiicsH. 
Arter nny grent mental or physical ex- 
ertion the mind is left in n state of 
iiiiU'linn and is tenderly sensitive to sur- 
rounding influences, and when we think 
of (he high pressure under 'which ninny 
or our lives in this "electric age" are 
passed, it is n wonder Hint there nrc ml 
more satTcriug nluong us rmm the in- 
tolerable oppression that David bc- 

I'liiniiied, 

T,ot us, therefore, before Lamenting the 
buoyancy of spirit of former days, nnd 
deciding (lint God has forgotten ns and 
left us to benr our own burdens, And 
out if, through the strnin nnd tension 
of olir lives, there is not seme physical 
or iii-i-viiiiK i'iiiisi' for our comiirion. 

.— PerhRps David was Lonely. 

He tnny hnve been surrounded by his 
courtiers nnd rriends, who, at thnt mo- 
ment, fniled to satisfy liini. He was a 
grent mnn, and loneliness is the penalty 
of true greatness. We may be more 
lonely in the multitude than in the soli- 
tude or (he woods or desert. There may 
be company without companionship,. 
"We need more than human beings : 
wc need humnn hearts, and sympathy, 
nnd love." Dnvid hnd hnd n friend to 
whom his "sou! clave to ns his own 
soul." bill, he was separated from li : m. 
and bis heart craved comradeship. Our 
blessed Master Himself cried out in a 
supreme moment of loneliness, nnd, 
knowing (he hunger of the human heart. 
will He not come and sustain those 
lonely ones who have to pass throush 
the Vnlley of Bnen to the Heavenly 
.Tcrusnlem with weeping, swollen eyes ? 

" God drair* a ejntti n'rr each gleaming m,?ru : 
iroiiM villi est why ! 
It 1*8 bittLMC all hali'Kl thi-n^K arc I'VTTl 
Ttl B00I1J/," 

3rd.— Op Death's Shadow May Have Been 
Flung Across David's Home. 

nnd beronvement left his heart cmply. 
Denlli hnd tnken from his side ninny 
loved ones, nnd pcrhnps his spirit longed 
for the Cclestinl joys of the heavenly 
home. Ah, how many n snd henrt has 
cried nut to Gnd to he taken home- ! Thc- 
Homeland, dear one, may hold many 
treasures for you— mother, child, hus- 
hnnS. friend— you jiiiiy have greater 
riches on the other side of the river, nnd 
long to enter into rest, but your Fnlher 
knows best. Yoti do not know for what 
plncc in His ctcrnnl Kingdom He is pre- 
paring nnd moulding you. He knows, 
mid will not tnke you home until the Inst 
lesson is aeiiuired. the Inst duly per- 
formed. 



4th.-It May Have Bonn Through Sin David's 
Darknoss Came. 

When he started out in life we were 
nssuicd that he was "prudent," und "the 
Lord wns with him." But David had 
been imprudent and hiuful, mid wb.u 
he cried out, "Why nrt thou cost down, 
O my soul, nnd why nil lliou disipiictcd 
within me V" hin thoughts run;,- Im-e 
reverted to his bnckslidings nnd trans- 
gressions. Ilemorse niny have seized 
upon him, mid ns he murmured, "lly 
heart pants for Thee, O God," the bitter 
reincmurnncc ot his niter wenkness, n- 
i>art from Divine strength, may have 
been overwhelming him. And backslid- 
ing, neglect of duty, and selfishness, the 




often the causes of depression in (lie 
Christian. Oh, my reader, why aiv 
l'OU cast down ? When you look 
raithfnliy at your own life, is it not that 
secret backsliding, that oppoi-l unity you 
let slip by, that sellisb motive which 
prompted (lie apparently sacrificing ac- 
tion V Look well to the reason. Hnve 
you trusted lo the arm of ilcsh and 
found it wenk ? Have you looked to 
your cireunisluiiees and eiiviruniueuls, 
mid forgotten God ? Oil, let lue urge 
you (o fiinl nut (he cause of your dilik- 
ness. "Do nol say, "I am depre-,rcil 
because I urn lonely or ill," if it is 
wrong-doing which bus brought con- 
demnation iiiiini your soul nnd obscured 
the sinilo of tied. 

What is the Remedy ? 
David finds it in answer to his fervent 
craving when he tells his sou! to "hope 
in God." He says, "I will remember 
God." Ill Him is (lie hope of every 
downcast one— remember God. Ho not 
think of your past sins and weaknesses, 
your trials-, and sorrows, and disappoint- 
ments ; but remember His love, His 
patience, His grace. His Fatherhood, 
His (iimiipoionce, ITis omnipresei'?e, His 
infinity, Itenicmber, toe. His poor, sur- 
rering, needy ones. A friend snid In me 
(he other duy. "Oh, when my lilde grl 
died 1 thought I should never go on 
witli raj bospilnl visitation, my own 
heart was too heavy, but I have fonnd 
the grc'itcst comfort in ministering to 
others." Yes. bereaved reader, (here is 
healing for your lonely heart in carry- 
ing sympathy's message to others who 
arc- nlllielcd. Yon say, "It is so hard 
ro r me m lake up Mi,-- burden or life ■ 
since iny loved one went down into the 
Vnlley or the Shadow." Do bravely the 
next duty which lies berore yuu. nnd 
you will find your own wounded spi'it 
touched with a balm of soolhiim in 1h" 
porrormnnee of Ihat duty. Perhaps the 
experience through, which you are pass- 
ing, or linvc nt some time passed, has 
been but the trying of your faith. There 
will be times of testing in every Christ- 
ian's lire. "Everything (hat mny abide 
(be fire, yc shall make it go through (he 
lire, and it shall he olonn." (Xuni, x.\si. 
".1.^ You will be put in the furnace, 
but fear not, denr heart, the dames will 
not destroy. They will purify, for il is 
the hnnd or love that permits the ex- 
perience. Abraham had his testing in 
the three days' journey to Mount Mor- 
iuh : Daniel had his lion's den ; Paul, 
his- dungeon ; John, his Pntmos ; our 
Master. Jesus, hnd. His Getliscmnne. 
But Alirnhnm left us the example of 
his fnilh : Daniel, his courage ; Paul, 
his confidence — "I can do all things "— 
and his blessed Konl-lifling letters: John, 
his vision, the Apocalypse, fJvniiuh 
which we have a glorious reTelnt ; ou of 
the future ; our Christ went through 
the olive grove with His agony, fears, 
and blood, to death and resurrection. 
through which wc have the assurance or 
life here, nnd immortnlity hcrenfter. 
Therefore let me say, if thou 
"An "van/, ttniirr tirart .1 Be glad oj pain, 
7*1 torrvw mirel^Kt things trill <jtoW asjluvserg in 

God tcatctirfi and then wilt An;v*un {rein. 

When clottila their perfrel u>urjfc hare denr." 

Il" you pass bravely through the ordeal 
of Gon"n ie:*(;iic, joci tviji have rile mi- 
ni (erable pleasure of enjoying His con- 
fidence. 

A great lire raged ill a large Amcricnu 
■■ily. Mirny splendid buildings were laid 
in ruins. Like a. lone monument in the 
wilderness there stood nmong the char- 
red timbers and smoking cinders which 
marked the spot of the coullagraiioii, a 
solitary w all. As soon ns the smoke had 
cleared away, the enterprising firm who 
had erected the wnll hung a grcai can- 
vas sheet over it, emblazoned with the 
announcement : 

"This wall wns warranted lire-proof- 
it has stood (he test." 

Beloved fellow-pilgrim, do you bear the 
marks of (he lire '! Are yon 'a witness to 
the. inlegTiiy or your heart in (he pur- 
pose to "stand." mid siflcr havinc "done 
all, to stand"? It so. lonl; up ' If yen 
iru-t Od through (lie mysirrious ilis- 
pensntions which come to vour liTc. lie 
will trust you with the secrets of His 
love und the privileges of His" service. 
»r j-onr lifo jo hidden in Clod'* nil!, 
"nil things" shall work on! for your 

nternnl "good." 

<■ And if Ihronqh patient toil vr reach, the lar.n 
Where tired jeet wlh vandal* lt>t>*> li mny rr*t, 
Where ire nhalt cleavhj knme ant umlrrxtani, 
I Itlink thai ircuilltay, •tj.nl k ur w tke lull.' ' 



THE CROSS? ! A stumbling-block io 
my soul when I shrink unit rim nwey 
rrom it, hut a stepping-slonc to victory 
and resurrection joy nnd power wh u I 
bear it boldly and consistently.— Yours iu 
the sliame nnd (he glory of (be Cross, W. 
I'jlwiu Oliphunt, Commisaie-icr, 
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" i"i? GW created man in His Own Image." 

^REATION was crowned with the masterpiece of God ; man had 
been created in His likeness, and immortality clothed in flesh 
walked in innocency in the garden. All creation was placed 
under man's dominion ; only one " Thou slia.lt not " had been 
decreed by God. Man had only one chance of yielding volun- 
tary obedience to his Lord's wishes, but even this opportunity was 
neglected, and the first transgression shut at once the gates of Paradise 
and opened the gates of De^th, under whose supreme reign all creation 
had to obey. Disobedience brought forth death and slew purity. 
And so Death changed all things 
by his touch. Bitterness, decay, .,._..„,.,- 

disease and the worm that never { j 

dies entered humanity; sin exacted i 
service, and became a heavy task- i 
master. The Divine Image in man K -• ' ' 
became obscured, and the breach i 
between Heaven and Earth widened. [ 

" And it repented the Lord that He ' . s ^ 

had made man on the earth." 

A few generations of sinful living !'"""'' 

brought man down to such degrad- I „ - 

ation that God was grieved in His L . - tid*' 

heart, and in mercy to future races !¥'*--■ -'^T ' . | 

decreed the total destruction of a ../ '■ -* 

wicked humanity. The flood with . . ' ■ . 

itsterrors was immediately followed [ 
by the Bow of Promise, a brilliant 

prophesy also of the glorious bridge f'f K. 

that the Author of Love had resoiv- \ '*• ■*■ _ - 

ed to* build between God and man. '; - -, _ 

And throughout all the record of ;; ' *:&,,. ^ 

erring, stumbling, sinning, idola- ' . ''"' '"■'""■ 

trnus Israel, He sent His prophets ; v;*s.'r: .'■-.. 

to tell His children, over and over, j . 
of the Messiah which would come ^J^i ~'- : ~ - ■--/.. 

to deliver them from the bondage ; 

of Sin. ; 



haw Him believe that unless stones were turned into bread the Saviour's bod J hu , mani ^\ f °' , s £ n P< 
have Him believe tnatu of christ wjth ^ 3nly selfish indiffere, 



Him believe that un ess stones were turned into urwu me amours body ST , — ,7 , 
would succumb Too numerous are the battles of Christ .with Dc.ah, but ou ^on y selfish 
reason surrenders to faith, when we see jesus.suDmu.mg LU ci ue. Luriure, ^o„j| 3- J . ,c 
ZT1ZI undergoing a thousand deaths ere final y dying on the cross * s the tltle c 
ad t! ™e that same body raised in glorious immortality 

Ics s^et Death do his worst, and then triumphed in gonous resurrection 
over death, to leave on record for all ages and generations the defeat of death, 
and the glorious fact of a sure resurrection.— 13. 1'. 
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salvation of the world. Vhat manner of m E 

I. The agonies in the gar- nduredthescourging 
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lay prostrate on the ground, }f Jesus is a marve! 
overcome by the torturing Competent to judge, ; 
anticipation of the events of mt Himself one ioti 
the next twenty-four hours, ycalling upon Divin 
yet the spirit cries out " Not|rangelic assistance. 

7. r — :;; ....... :n i — i — " pine-press alone." 
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,ittle do we read of 



My wiii.but'i'hy wilt, be done.' 
2. Then the Supreme Suf- 
ferer turns to His disciples for 



some sympathy and comfort,|esus in the gospels, 1 



iinu finds them asleep in the 
hour of His greatest need. 
"Could ye not watch with Me 
one hour ? " was a rebuke 
which expressed cruel disap- 
pointment whh those cleared 
to Him, Divinity turns to 



f Christ is chronicler 
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" The Prophets . . . who prophesied of the grace that should 
come auto you.' 

Through Moses He gave the people a law that is to this day too 
foundation of the civil laws of all civilized countries. By joshua 
He led them into a land where they became a nation, and could practice 
the laws of Moses and search into the truth. Then 10] lows i.ie long hsl 
n f proph-ts all or whom exhorted the people to righteousness and pointed 
them forward to the coming of their Saviour. _ That promise was^ the 
anchoi-of hope which heid humanity from fulling altogether into t.ieauyss 
of absolute iniquity. But Death reigned and triumphed undisputedly. 

'"ok Death, where is thy sting, oh Grave, where is thy victory?" 

Then came the great event— the theme of the prophets for two 
thousand years before, and the theme of poets, painters and preachers 
ever since-the birth of the Son of God by a woman. At last woman 
had given to the world Him Who was to bruise the Serpent ? head 

The life of Jesus Christ has always been the highest ideal of the 
choice t spirits of all ages. He fought Death in every form and degree. 
Hecomoellcd him to surrender to His superior command, the widow's 
son and Marsha's brother, whose body had already started to decay .He 
A^Z Tteath from the sightless eye, the withered arm, the palsied limbs 
Sto? fever rad,ed frame. He conquered Death when Satan would 
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nes were turned into bread the Saviour's hody 
«ire the battles of Christ with Death, but our 
ve sec Jesus submitting to cruel lurturc, agony 
iaiid deaths ere finally dying on the cross, 
sed in glorious immortality, 
t, and then triumphed in glorious resurrection 
r all ages and generations the defeat of death, 
3surrection. — B. F. 
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anticipation of the events of 
the next twenty-four hours, 
yet the spirit cries out "Not 
M' 



humanity fot sympathy, and finds 
only selfish indifference. 

3. " The Scourging of the Face" 
s the title of the third illustration. 

ts numerous details, in what is most 
ikely a picture nearest the truth, 
uggest the fiendish state of the 
uiblic mind, which could demand 
md delight in such a spectacle, and 
lie weakness of a ruler like Pilate, 
i'iio was convinced of the Victim's 
nnocence, yet, to save himself any 
nconvenience, hands the Saviour 
ver to the Jewish priesthood, 

4. Simon of Cyrene was coni- 
elled to carry the cross after Jesus 
ill exhausted beneath its load. 
Vhat manner of man could have 
ndured the scourging and buffeting 
nd yet have strength to stand to 
is feet? The physical endurance 
f Jesus is a marvel to all who are 



overcome by the torturing ompetent to judge, yet He spared 



ot Himself one iota of the pain 
y calling upon Divine intervention, 
rangelic assistance, " He trod the 
fly wili.butThy will, bedone/'jine-press alone." 

2. Then the Supreme Suf-l 5. " Tiie Mother of Sorrow " 
ferer turns to His disciples for little do we read of the Mother of 
some sympathy and comfort, jfesus in the gospels, after the birth 
and finds them asleep in thejf Christ is chronicled. We hear of 
hour of His greatest need, cr once when she sought the J3uy 
" Could ye not watch with Me nd found Him in the Temple, when 
one hour ? " was a rebuke 




which expressed cruel disap- 
pointment with those dearest 
to Him. Divinity turns to 



[is first utterance tells of the dawn of consciousness of His Divine 
rigin. We hear her mentioned after this only passingly on two 
xasions. But at the cross Mary is not wanting. She eagerly pressed 
irough the throng to be near Him, so that upon her love-lit face Ke 
light read the sympathy of a true mother heart When He rank 
cricath the cross she would fain have lifted Him, and when the crowd 
id dispersed, having gloatingly witnessed the crucifixion, she remains 
ith John at the cross to the last. When the sacred head is bowed 

death, the restrained emotions burst their bonds and Mary faints. 

6. But the grave could not retain immortality ; having drained the 
ip of suffering and sacrifice to the dregs, Lhe angels rush to serve 

im ; the stone is rolled away ; the risen Christ has conquered. 
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[Tlio il lustrations 011 JM*- s » 91 >3 ami »6 are reproduced by kind permisMi 
Toronto, from the tTlcUmicd "lisKoi'i; Life of Christ." The fainter, Mr. TLs 
years 111 Palestine ' " ' * ' '" 



--- --- — j. 11c )uiu[<:r, mr. 1 lisoi, is 71 r iciicnninii ww j^-iil uium 

_„ .__ studying lhrcouTUry,ilscus!omB, people, architecture, cic. T im J made thnimainl'inf ^ldir 1 *, from 

■hich tic rcktlnd iiLwllL fi\ti hundred Lo illustrate the Life o[*lhc M-l*lcr Qs accurately ns pruKlll-day Hudyand 



.Kikrch can do ibis. His pictures ct-c.iicd a. sctiwlitui wherever lucy have been exhibited..— Ed.] 
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AN EASTER PRAYER. 

PORD God, Thou lettcst tile green things start, 
""" A new htc in crcrv vear ■ 
Out of their sunken selies they rise, 

Erect and sweet unci clear; 
Heboid the lily's pure, white leaves 

Iniolding by each mere! 

Again the sup mounts in the fir 
Thro' every swelling win; 

Again the clover stirs and tlirilb, 
Responsive to the rain ; 

Again the tender grass makes green 
The lone breast of the plain. 

Hear the new, the golden flood of song 

The lark pours to the blue! 
Heboid the strong, undaunted shoot 

Pushing its brave front through 
The fallen tree. . . . Lord God, Lord God, 

T.ct mc begin anew! 

Out of my own self let we rise I ~ 

I'or God, if it can be, V V . 

.1 new and noble gro wth may spring 
^ From yon decaying tree — 
Surely a strong, pure //ft- may mount ;■' '?*' 

Out of this life of me. ' \ Ji&Z, 

\ — Ella HluUL'ifiUN. is 
[\ ? 
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AN EASTER FLOWER. 
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On receiving a lovely tulip at Easter, three things 
were suggested to inc.- Rest, Strength, ami 
Purity.—E.B. 

WHEN, weeks ago, an unknown hind, 
P'rh,aps used to toil. 
Took lh.y dark roots, uncomely things, 
And hjd in soil, 

Wl^o could have dreamed, pure stately flower, 

Thou wouldst appear 
In lovoly garb ? Thy coat was brown, 

And ro-jgh, ar|<J sere. 

Soon thou didst spring, in living green, 
Up to the ligh.1 j 
.„. And now, behold .' ! see thee cro'.vriod 
■"', In radiant white. 

My heart is soil! Lord, hido Thy Me 

Us depths with n, 
And all shall sec Rest, Slrength ar|d 



J 



— UllrLY Bradlkt. 



VIA DOLOROSA. 

"ZB T night in dark Gctliscmtinc, 
iJ^b The Saviour kjielt in agony; 
While His disciples, weary, slept', 
lie knelt alone, ami prayed, and wept. 

In that dark hour, ah ! who can tell 
The grief of Him Who loved so well? 
He cliosc n Sacriliee to lie 
That we might live eternally. 

Shall lie, UVio rules the Realms of Day, 
To shadowy Death become n prey? 
He must indeed so low d'scend 
To win the name orSinnefs Friend. 

Such depth of love we cannot sound; 
It lies Ixyoml the human bound. 
The finite mind can but adore 
The heights to which it cannot soar. 

Goifs own and well-beloved Son 
Hill not the path of sorrow slum; 
Shall we. His followers here to-day. 
Choose then the bright, less-toilsome way? 

Oh ! let us daily take our cross, 
Awl, counting earthly things hut dross, 
!.ea\-e all behind that drags us down. 
And scale the heights to wilt the crown, 

— IiLSlE M. GKAI1AH. 
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HOPE. 

for, as in the dal)s of y/inter, 

"When the cnoW-drifts whiten the hill 
Some birds in the sir will Flutter, 

Jind Warble to cheer bs still, 
So, if We Would hark to the mbsic, 

Some hope, With a starrlj Wing, 
In the daljs of oiir darkest sorrow, 

"Will sit-in the heart and sing. 

— rilCBUK CAKV. 







fi i AM WITH THEE!" 

I>V Ai.HEHT H. T1M-.TI.M-.I. 



r AM with thee!" jjrecious message for the Spring-time < 
"lam with thee, fear no darkness. I control earth's ever 



: of the year! 
;verything." 
j know that Christ is with mc, takes away nil doubt aud?car, 
Without Him I well might sorrow, hut while with Him I must sing. 
Alt the future lie-t before mc, just one long untrodden truck ; 

Of myself I'm weak and helpless, mul at times am apt to flinch; 
Heaven's light is shilling o'er me, driving doubt and darkness back— 
"I am with thee!" erics my Saviour, "With thee, through life's every inch." 

"I am with thee," comes like music to tnv worhl-bewildcrcd mind; 

SuLnn sets so many barriers, which he says I have to cross. 
And he comes in such strange vesture thatit's hard his name to find; 

Angel-likc, he whispers to mc that life's truest gain is Joss. 
Then above his deadly wooing comes the precious voice of Christ— 

"If of life you'd be a follower, still the wnv is bv the cross; 
But as in the past you've proved Mc, I in all things have sufficed: 

WhuL the world counts gain is nothing, and its gold is only dross." 

"I an, with thcc!"-THAT I build on. I am nothing of myself, 
^ Separated irom my Saviour, I i,m but a wavering worm. 
' {i"", W ' th - tbcc! "— r ''chcr far than nit the heaps of worldh 



IsHew.thtl^r '-brother, s ,ster, fellow-seeker nficr rest, 
,j!.™ "''ththee? O n,y reader, hast thou yielded to His claim? 
Mid the rush of daily buswess, a,c His truths by thee confessed? 

Hast thouako my dear comrade, found a benuty m His Name' 
Oh tfnot, this Spnvg-Ude's dawning once again doth call to thec ; 

JL??, m T y A , I/' * Sp ,''"l d tbcC: "°»- hc %>" good fruit to bear, ■ 
What thy God hath marked out for thec, THAT,,, every action be. 
Then, when called from earth to he ; ,vcn, thou sholt 1" His glory share. 
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I5y MUK. STAl-T-C 

\ ETElt, the Galilcai 
man, is, without 
cue til" (lie fc'r.itlil 
most. iiilcrcsiinK i 
cm in thai little A 
Imiu), of vlicm 
s.7h1, " These :u 
Unit linvi- Uirn< 
world unhide duwu." 

lip wns brought to Jisiis by 1 
ivIio, like a noble Snlviili.misl, ufi 
iiiK Christ Tor himself, vrml iinin 
in scnrcli »f bis own lirnl!i< 
lil'ollBht liini to the MnsliM-. us [1 
fi'tiltH of liis ilis«-iplfnliil'. 

Divine iliscGTiiiuont ;it one i 
the (•liloiuliil iiualilies liidileu hem 
ruugli pxlcrior of thf mil lit o: oil 
niaii, niiJ frmii tlic ln-tiiiiiiitii; 
him rare privileges wliit'h woiili 
iif intrinsic vsiltie to IVlt-r in til 
mill plurious future before him. 

Ainliew eviihtiily tliil inn P-Hs 
siime slriUim,' elianitteristies \vl 
si riillBlv lllllrkril his lir.ithiT. 
heenif- « ^»'J l.'l'i' '" " ri'iU'f"! 'I 
ei'ssful beliiniltln-seenes tuler, o 
we liiive ii miKlil.v Army ill urn 
lu-ibiv. Others ivliwii he lilich 
liniuiilit under bis JIsibIit's mil 
uiireeiirileil, 1ml il iiiiimt ii" ►=»!■ 
In tlie KinKtlmii when be brim 
In-iilher Riimiii. We, like li'm 
l»il mi iHTsisieully uud ]HTsev 
niul we iliny In' rewnnletl by 1 
ihi.se to imr lxinl who sli.ill. avIici 
formed by crnce nml l.ni|ilizei 
lir.-. ilo Hi! ^]i.ri..ii!f work in the i: 
nf (iiimiii); Immunity. 

Time will nut iilkiw lis I" ku <■ 
inli) the slmty or I'et.'iV elmriK-: 
llier.' site twii it tliree liltle inrii 
liis life whiili, in eens-iilerjiliiui i 
lis.-ell, «■<> must t'ive. 

I,— His Couraeo. 

Wc jrel scveriil i<lini|A<i'K "t ll» 
fesuiion er ibis niuilily ill Hie il 
tiespels, nltlHiucli his weak ™iu 
tluit liieiiniratile iiuirniiiK ill 'I" 
inelit Ihlll wmilil li'liil in liivv "s 
linry opinion. N.v.rllieless. 
einiriiKe I" *lep into the mssin;; w 
the Sen or Gnlili'e, ns snuii :is his 
bnil revealed His identity, l'eti 
|)t-lnuus, inipiilieiit sjiirit would 
low him to sit nml calmly mill 
limit Willi his friends, but hewe 
iiiiKKioii In b<> lo ]3ilii lipnn the 
Tin- ulheivi eerl;iinly dis-iibiyiil 
piTament more plniiil '"«' Hi"' 
but Simon's emiriiRe, haekeil up 
sifTeetiim, nri;ed him In plnnce il 
restless wmers that lie might the 
rcrtfii ;!ii- piiJe hi iiis ijtnl. A 
he failed in bis ninlei'lakiiijr— his < 
llol heiii|r sullleieiitly siipiinrteil I 
— yrl we eariimt help but mure 
(Imii ridieule his brave ntteinpt. 

Acitin, in GoiliMemnne's tiiinlen, 
ui(,'ht or the lielriiyal, l'eter. w 
heart full of love mill anxious <I( 
serve, drew a sworil "mid siik 
si>vvanl of liie Iliifb Priest." 1*: 
some iit the other disciples were 
moment contt>DipltiliiiK iliitht, bill 
l'olcr's ciniraiie iuspired litm lo 
the interests oT the One he loved 

In this hint mice his net ion wiif 
ions miKtake, mid, lunl ii mil li 
the llioitBbtfiil kimlness and 1 
.Tesns, il inipbl have seriously eoi 
ei] n"t eiily TiUi-. but iliuse wl: 
with him. Unl llieve iw n dmijrer- 
one anil n srent one— of lieiiiB !i 
fill and cnlculiilfiiK in our sen 
Christ. There are many ui-called 
inns to-day who will not risk in 
ilicir Lord, Their reputation, 
and prospects are to them (i 
which imiBt he jealously Ewanl 
"ttnnnt lie lightly (lisposiil iir by 
necessary, unenlled-ror risks ! t 
s'hntthl defipiRc sttcli enleiiltilimi, a 
n courat'c Inspired by love, we 
ebnrirr, 3e-.vi, m„m x\w enemies o 
eoiisiiPBs and Truth, and in IHr i 
"U" sfroufi to do etploitH." 

Il.-Hls Cowartllco. 

Pcter'B eouraRc waneil when i 
have w'axed Btrongcr. When 1 
linve been n hero he became u 
ami in the moment, of test ilif 
liin hinil mid disgraced lib nniw 

Ilia JlnKter was rudely vci?.ei! 
infuriated crowd mid linrrieil : 
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k GeUisetnanc, 

'illclt ill llguilv; 

weary, nhi>t, 
I prnyctl, ant! wept. 

ah .' who c:m tell 
■In, lined so well? 
' tn lie 
ctcnmlh; 

s the Kenlmst of Day, 
licenmc n prey? 
low descent! 
f Sinner's Friend. 

\vc cannot stamtl; 
iiinmtt hinuul. 

tint atltire 
?li it cannot sunt. 

l-hclovetl Sun 
''sorrow stum ; 
fcrs /ii'ii- Ui tl:i}. 
[tit, tcss-tiiitsomv wity? 

kc mir crnsn, 
}fv things tint rVro.ss, 
tilrnffs ux dt.n-ii, 
s to win the en urn. 

— KLSIII M. GK.llllXl. 



£s? 



hill. 



ime tif the year! 
; rvi-ryth-'n<r." 
loubt and fear, 
Him I must sing, 
■wk ; 

L . to flinch; 
hness buck — 
mgh life's every inch." 

cred miud ; 

cross, 

name tn fuul ; 

loss. 

of Christ— 

emus ; 

ve sufficed; 

s only rlruss." 

f myself, 
-in. 

rlclly pelf; 
nre linn, 

other world nppcu'* : 
'icrcuntft ; 
n<> nil thy terns ; 
c [inthwtiy through." 



lis claim? 
onfessed? 
7/s Nttinc? 
ail to thev; 
n't to Lear, ■ 
Y notion be, 
His glory share. 
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) KTIfllt, tin- Galilean uslu-i- 
inn ii, is, without dniibt, 

olio ill' llie kim lldcsl and 
lllosl illloreslinj; charact- 
ers in thai little Ap:sloli.- 

llllllll, of wll'Mll it w:i- 

snid, " These arc 111 y 
that hnvo lurried Llio 
world upside down." 

He whs liraiinlil tu Jesus by Aud.ew. 
who, like u noble Salvationist, after liiicl- 
iiiK Christ fur himself, vvi-nl immediately 
in search of his own br.ilhoi-, and 
liroiifiht him t" H>e Muster, as I he lirsi- 
d-iiiis iif bis diseipleship. 

Divine discernment ut oil o del clod 
tin? splendid .nudities hidden liciiculli th- 
rough exterior of Die i]iilulo:oil li h r- 

illilll, and from lln? lii'KinilillK llliowi'd 

him rure pi-ivileKes which would uruve 
<u' intrinsic value to IV lei- in the ki-ciiI 
unit j;h>rious riituro before liim. 

Andrew cvid. mly diil mil p-.ssoss llie 
sumo slrikinr i haructorisli.-s wlii.li s" 
stromdy iiiark.il bis br..ilioi-. bui li- 

wssrariiou'iml-u!"-s<v,u'.s UiMcr. of wl'i-mi 
wi- liuvo 11 uiiKhiy Army in mir riinl.s 
lo-diiv. OliuTs wlioni li" iiiitln b:ivc 
lii'oojihl uiidiT Lis MmhIit's nolin- lir.- 
aiirororcU'il, lint il iiii'iini mi sin II tn " 
1„ lliv Kinjidi.iii wlicii hi- bmimlil Ins 
bi-Milior Simon. We, likr h m. m ■■ f 
,„il on iiiTsi^Li'iill.v "ml p.Tso'.i-f.ii^'.y, 
ami wo limy Tn- rowai'drd by ln-inaint: 
1l„,s,> [o oar I.111-1I who sliiill, wlicii ira-s 
roi-llli-il by Hilioo mid li:i].li!i.'<l w III 
!irv, d,, us i:l..ninlM woil; in llo- inloivsls 
01' siiiiiini; liinnanily. 

Timo will is..l allow 11s !<. no 1. o rull> 
i,,ii, ihn J.IU.1.V of ]%.|.-,''~ ( .|...rii.T.-!\ l.'i! 
tii.-i-i' ace two or lbici' lii IK- iin-iib'iils in 
bis life wliirli, in cnnsiiliTiUbni of Un'ir 

li-ss w,- iihisL fivo. 

I.-Hls Couraije. 

Wo jfi-t si'Vornl uliniiisfs ol' tlip 111:1111- 
fi-siaiiim »f lids mialily in tin- difr.-roni 
(;o.«I»'ls, iillhoiiKli bis wofik .-ondMil 011 
linn inoiiioriil.il- nimiiiiiH in iln- .IimIk- 
moid Hall would loud li. isivo ns 11 o-'O- 
irnry iii)iiiion, X.-v.-rl bolr- . il I. ok 

roiirajii- 1.1 si.-|. into Iln. mssi;;- v.avis of 
lli<- Son of C.ililoc. us soon ;is i.ii- M«»lm 
bud ri>v,.:i|..(! His iilonlll:-. I'-iorV- im 
|.i-Iiioii^, iiM;>n liclil s|>iril woiii.l tin! "1- 
b:w liim In nil mid nilnily •■-■<* in i'ii- 

b.oil wilb lii.x fri i.-, lo -~o.l iii-r- 

inissio.i to K « I" Hiiii tbo waiors. 

'I'll.- olbors ooitainly ili:-|il:cy. d 11 loin 
lioraiiiont iiii.ri' iilnri.l ami ■':. .OL'bi nl. 
1. 111 Sinion's ooiiraw, bncl-od 1: .by vol 
iifl'ci'liiiii, ur^oil him In iiliiin-'.' inl ■> tlio 
n-slloss wiiiiTM Ibnt !n- iniKh! :i:o soom- 
niii-h l!.,- .-.id,- ni iii« l.oi'il. .\:ili<ai).'!i 
bo fiiili'd in liis imili'i-liiliiiiK— li. ■ coniau-- 

bcillK .snlllcioutly sill)]i.n'li'd In la lb 

— y..| ivi- .-iiiiiioI liolp bnl tnniv adnii.- 
1)11111 ridionlo Ids- bnive Httiniipt. 

Asniii. in Gcilisoiiiiiiii-'s (Pinion, on Hi 
nij;lit of llio ladniyiil, IVlor. Willi Ids 
licnrt fall of lovo and aliNions dos'l'i' In 
servo, drew 11 sword "mid sniolo Iln- 
soivuat of the IliKh Priest." l'rolmlily 
soiiio of 11il> other illyi'i|ilcs wore :i1 llial 
lliornoiil (■oiiteniiilaliiii; ilicbl, bill i'« in 
IVlcr'H ciiuram- itisiiireil ii'nn t" ui-1 in 
I In- InlcrcKtK of I In- One lie loved. 

In lliis iiiKlniicc his notion was 11 so;- 
ions iiiisiako, anil, liml il 1101 lioi-n 1'<.|- 
llio tlunigbtfnl kindness and hud of 
,!osiih. it miKht liiive Moi-ioii.sly roni[ilii-ii1- 
...1 0-0 oa!y I'il.-j-. bin iln.w who won- 
Willi liim. l!lll ihere is 11 ilimp.i— a real 

fid mid i-nh-uiiiliiiK in our sei^b-o f>o- 
Cbi-isf. Thoro nro mini}' a.-oalled I'Iii-Ihi- 
bins tii-diiv who will not risk niin-li far 
Ihuir l.nrc'l. Their leiMilulimi. fcU'mN. 
nml pi'os]iecl> lire u> tliem Ir.'iiiau-e: 
wliich must be jealously Kuiinli'd, unci 
'■Mum! bi- lifjlitly di.-|i(isril of iiy any U11- 
iiecesHnry, niiralled-lor risks ! Our love 
should despise such cnlciiliiliun, mid with 
n eoiirano Inspired Iiy love, wo should 
elinr^ rlsv.o upon liio I'lioiuics of Kiclii- 

I'oiiKiiess and Trull id in His slrenulli 

"lie Hlroue to do exploits." 

II.— His Cownrdlco. 

I'otor'a coiirnco waned when il should 
luiyy wnxed Htronger. When lie eould 
luivc been a hpro lie beeiiino 11 eownrd. 
iiiid at Uk> inoiiiciil. of test (lisliiiiinred 
hi" I-nrd mid diHgrnned liis eanse. 

His Master wan rudely seized Iiy the 
iufiirintcd crowd nml hurried away I" 



IliKh i'riesl. I'oler, 
who had iireviously 
liilide llio bold as- 



.'i-l iu 



lo hi: 






reiidiiiess 

puny Him ■' both 
imo prison and lo 
lioalh," dicijiped lo 
llie rear, mid, liik- 
iiiB his lirsl down- 
ward slop, "follow- 
i" 1 alar ofl"." He 
lend liis courage al 
the oulsel, and, 
like many since, 
billerly reKli-tled 
the luoiaoiil when 
uien uiKl tuinjia 
were allowed lo 
ennio lieiweru I hem and Uieir L.ad. 
'I'Iuto is everylbiii^' lo t.-aiii in koeiiinj,' 
close to Him, mid overylliing |o lose in 
fnlhmiiiK al 11 distance. 

I'lion n-neliiisff the lioioc. Fen r ant 
d.v.i'. iu.iuiis ilie servants. Whai a 
inisinki. ! He Hindi- il -m easy for hi;a 
sell' In sin, and wlint he was Iryiiur to 
hide riiiiii. he run into. To he liieudlv 
iviih those who hale Christ no. I His 
cause is a losing sumo indied. Tncd 
\ritli this new daimer. I'oler turned 
onward and told a lie in sell-ilclenee. 
II was (lion so easv I,, drifi. and wi ea 
one afler alio her chained him w til belli;; 
a friend of llie Xa.aroiie, li ■, in llio 
.lesperalioii of despuir, compl.-telv los: 
i-eulrol .,f every irooil iiKeali.oi. and 
dropped swlfily mul luineiil ahly into a 
l.a.Uli.loi-'s experience. 

Ml-Wlliv .,!' the first o"n„kcil sil-p. Il 



PETER AND JOHN WITNESSING THE CRUCIFIXION FROM AFAR OFF. 



is easier fur to gv oil limn In turn hack 
and iinilie iiliiin for llie slraisdit pulh. 

III.— Ills Conscience. 

.No sooner hud Peter yiel,l,.,| 1., tti:!;si::i 
tiim ihmi eoiidoniiiiilion, Willi its hlaek- 
;;e.':;: of darkiiuoo, iuiuigil his soul, mil 
coiisciente, wilh its loud voire, continued 
ils upbraiding, nml reiiiorse. ivilli its 
slinf, eoumieuued ils laaliinija. \Villi a 
sense of deepest .sli.mie and sorrow, he 
raised his eyes for a moment ill llie di- 
rection of his Master, \\\\n immediately 
1 limed and looked upon Hln faulty fol- 
lower, it was 11 look which spoke His 
deep sorrow for (he defeliled ! A look 
which broke Peter's heart i A look 
which still-led a lluoil of lears, and sent 
him out ivoopiiiK latieily ! A look which 
led the ci-i-iin: one lo i-epeoi-t...... ! A look 

v.liic'i rescued a backslider, saved a soul. 
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and triiiisforiaeii a wejikliim into a viuv 
(Jolialh for Utiil : Think of all thai luni. 
did! Small in irsolf. ye! how nii.hi, JM 
ils efTeet ! 

Our looks, oar words, our deeds- lei u~ 
use lien, tu he!',! our fellows and jdorirv 
our (juil in our everyday life, thus win 
hum,' nlkcrs for I Ihn. allhiiiifc'h our talon I * 
may be lew and our oiuiurtimiiii s sniull. 

IV.- His Com mission. 

Oul upon ihe .Sen of Galilee, a lillle 
lisbiiiK-boal: was drilling;. Ils oeiai|i.inls 
had been luilln K uiisuceessfiilly all ni K lil. 

i Willi the lide wore bciii;.' canieil to 

the shore. ,|,.sus stood awailin^- Llieui. 
He spoke, and John was the lirsl lo 
1-ecoL-iiiv.e him, lml I'etci- h„s ihe lirsl 
to ku I" Hiiii. I-'eelisiKK uf l..vc, r.- 
nause. and ^riiliiude uadoiilitedly rushed 
upon poor I'elor. He eould not wail (<i 
land with the others, he fell he hud more 
to do limn they, am! so '.„■ east himself 
inlo the sea thai he mi^hl u„. <,„;,-!;,.,. 
l.'irow hiniself at (lie .Masier's f.., t. 
I'lu-ist hud now 11 special charge lor 
liim. Three limes this disciple had de- 
nied Him, and Jesus K ave liim :in op- 
portunity of dcckiriijc bis love for Iliiu 
three times. 

Ky those walers in lialilue. where no 
had once cried oul with fear nl the 
i-iittiiiR storm ; l,y Ui„ rt , wuters win-,.- 
he ha-.! vemi].-..d lo slop out open the 
restless waves, he has now the .-han.-c 
lo declare his love-love which never 
fiiilod liim ujiiiiu ! 

Christ knew ihe si'etil cIiiiiiko which 
I'eter had uiider.itone, and unieil cnri- 
fully Hi., entire absence of l.iaslfnl 
words in reply |„ His iiuestion. 

"I-'eeil My lambs," was the cli:n»e lo 
ihe linuihle Tout. 1'robnlilv he iia.i 
been the foremost to l-oiijjlily J-ehake the 
niolhers on (hat. occasion when thev 
brought their ctlililren to .Icsus. I'im|'- 
=LIy if on. 11, Iielp itevclop !iis huuiiliiv. 
teudernoss. am] tact, thai Ibis sp -i-liil 
ecnuinniul was civen, Peter prised thi~ 
inierview dearly. It assured him of 
complete forgiveness, restored e inlidence. 
and Ihe precious (.'in or a resp nisib o 
charge. The coiiiinission received n-i< 
raithfnlly fr.llilicd-hc silent the resl „" 
His life iu sjnvadiiifr ihe jilorious (Jokii-1 
ol His Saviour, and iu his old ns ,- wrot ■ 
lellers to the Elders or the Church, on- 
liorling I Item " «i feed the (lock of 
Christ," am] fuinlly sealed his lif.-\ work 
Iiy his lire's blood. 

to do. but is there not 11 charge, nml a 
precious one, Riven to us each who .1 1 
conscious Ihtii the past has l.eeii forgiven, 
and whoso feet «rc cm!e.iv..rii.j; io irea.l 
111 the Muster's foolslens V 

Tl is our charge, in Ili> , lt ,ine mi, I 
streusTtii, lo inlluenee forfJod n ,,,< } r .n Vl ... 
Ilmse in The lilt!,, world iu which «e 
nidividnrilly move ; c „ir parent--. „:,,. 
brm horn, our sisters, our children' inr- 
iioilililmrs, our friends, am] iu the liow.-l 

n< ,. 1?;^..., ro._;,-, ,;,... ,, . , ,, 



of n Hisen Christ, ive. 1 



"FEED MY SHEEP. 



Sir James Johnson, formerly editor 
of Ihe Medical Chlrm-pii-nl "iteview 
London, tenys, "I deehiro. ,is mv con- 
scientious conviction, founded' upon 
loiip ohserv.-Uion .iml exnerliuenl. liml. 
if llioi-G wore not 11 shifrle iilivsiclan, 
surjreoii. chemist, druirsisl or <iniK 011 
the face of Ihe earth, lliero would Iu> 
less sicknesH nnd loss inorlalllv than 
now nrevulls." 
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It is oc secondary importance bow 
much aclnul knowledge o£ Christ the 
wife of the Roman judge possessed. 
Tradition suggests that slit' was a hearer 
of His suyings nud repeated them to 
lior hushaud, which nOLOunled for the 
lenient view he was prepared lo take 
when Jesus wns presented to him for 
judgment. 

It is certain that, like many today. 
the life aud doings of Christ disturbed 
her. She suffered many things . . . 
in n dream because ol Him." 

l'crhaps llis attitude in the presence of 
His accusers, or His humility lvhile wel- 
comed hy -hosiinuas into Jurusnlcm, or 
some arrow of Divine truth lodged in 
her heart from His sacred lips, disturbed 
her. Christ is over n disturber of tlu> 
guilty, the false, and the proud. Ilia 
light reveals the hidden things of evil, 
His rebukes sting the consciemo, His 
warnings fill the soul with dread. 

If Pilate's wife was typical in char- 
acter of her sex ill her day. (ben her 
suffering " because of Him," is easily 
understood. The wife of a Itomau judge 
ivns, as a rule, magnetic iu that inllufcuco 
over tneu which drags them down from 
the highest pedestals of honor and man- 
hood. Tilate's wife may have been the 
belle of n society notorious for licen- 
tiousness and voluptuousness. In any 
ease, she "suffer,. d" bc.ause of Him— 
her soul, conscience, mind, and heart 
were tortured by the sense ot His great- 
ness, ami her own and her hu.-band's 
littleness ; His virtue mid truth, and 
her own degradation ; His own un- 
swerving consecration lo and love of the 
sick and sinning, in contrast with her 
own hist of position, fortune, nnd roynl 
favor. 

Aud yet, williugly or unwillingly, her 
testimony to (he righteousness of Christ 
was one of the strongest pronounced 
during the dark days of Cnlvary— '-Have 
nothiug to do with (bis just Han." Ir 
rciiuirct! some courage to snv Hint, oven 
to her husband, bearing, ns she must 
have doue, the voice of the mob outside 
clamoring for His death ns an impostor 
nnd preacher of sedition. Brougln to 
hay, the testimonies of those neither for 
Him nor against Him, tiro, as a rule, lo 
me a paradox, ever ou His side. .Mrs. 
Pilate was as much n coward as her 
husbnnd was a time-server and trimmer. 
"What evil hath He done ?" cried Pi- 
late : "He i- a just Man !" exclaimed 



his 



,vife. 



Nineteen hundred years have fled, but 
Pilate and his wife exist to-day. The 
"do-nothiug" believers in Christ's good- 
ness, and greatness, and lncrcy may be 
counted hy the million. They crowd the 
churches aud the chapels of the land, 
and hang about the skirlj of the Armv. 
"It is all right," they argue. "I have 
nothing against Christ. We should sink 
to luwer depiiis than South Africa with- 
out our Christianity. The Army is a 
wonderful 01 -ruuizntion, and its i>fnooi'.- 
ai-e amongst tbe truest followers we 
know of of the Naznrenc. But. as for 
us, we eannol stand hy Him. Wo should 
suffer loss of name and position," and 

What an untenable position. There is 
no ease of conscience in it ; no relief 
from the sense of guilt nnd shame can 
follow sueb n mean rejection of His 
claims. Pilate, come dawn from your 
s-at en |!ic bench and wash your hands, 
not in the basin of hypocrisy, but in tbe 
Blood of Him Who suffered, the Just for 
(he unjust ! Mrs. Pilnte, turn to Christ 
with your troubles. He Whom you pro- 
claim ns "juuL" is Ono Who has promised 
to deliver you from the four of C-U'snr. 
and the bondage of a false nnd roiten 
society. Take your place by TTi* side, 
and ihe orowu of never-ending joy will 
he yours. 



The Fleeing Disciple. 



The method of love wbicb .Teens adopt- 
ed towards the forsnkei: received the 
sanction of success, for they nil came 
Ijnek, It won them over ngnin, in sp.tc 
of themselves nud (heir fears, nnd they 
returned to their alleginnce, nnd I 
think, to much more thnn their old fnith 
nnd love. Jndns was the only exception, 
and even lie sought n plnee of repent- 
ance, nnd but for his horrid league with 
the jenlous nnd cruel religionists, would, 
I think, have found nne. 

You see the moral ! If you go on with 
your work, and finish it, and hnve? no te- 




An Easter in the SouL 

Tune.— What n Friend wc have in Jesus 
(B.J. 2S). 

1 Precious Jesus, oh, to love Thee, 
Oh, to know that Thou art miuc ! 
Jesus, all my heart I give Thee, 
If Thou wilt but make it Thine. 

Chorus. 

Jesus, Josus, precious Jesus, 
Thou art all iu all to me. 

Take my warmest, host nffections, 
Take my memory, mind aud will ; 

Thou, with nil Thy loving Spirit, 
All my emptied nature nil. 

Boiu, 1 touch Thy sacred garment, 
Fearless stretch my eager baud ; 

Virtue, like n healing fountain, 
Freely flows at 'ove's command. 

Oh, bow precious, dear Redeemer, 
Is the love that Jills my soul ; 

It is done, the word is spoken — 
"Be thou every whit mnde whole." 

Lo ! a new creation dawning ; 

Lo ! I rise to life Divine ; 
In my soul nn Easter morning ; 

I nm Christ's nud Christ is mine. 



Hallelujah, Christ Arose ! 

Tnnc.— Up from the grave (B.J. l(i). 

3 Low in ibe grave lie lay— 
Jesus, my Saviour ; 
Writing the coming day— 
Jesus, my Lord ! 

Chorns. 

L'p from the grave He nrose, 

With n mighty triumph o'er His foes ; 
He urose a vicLor from the dark domain. 
And He lives for ever iu my heart to 
reign ! 

lie arose ! He arose ! 

Hallelujah '. Christ, arose 1 

Vainly they watch His bed— 

Jesus, my .Saviour ; 
Yniuly they seal I lie dead — 

.Tc^iw. my T.nrd ' 

Death ennuot keep his prey — 

Josus, my Saviour ; 
lit- lore the liars away— 

Jesus, mv Lord ! 



Time.— He nrose i.R.I. 18:;,, S.M. I. -181). 

2 The Jews they erucilied Him, and 
laid Him in the tomb, 
Bi,t the- Luid shall hear His children 
home. 



Chorus. 

He nrose, He nrose, He arose from the 

dead. 
And the Lord ehnll henr His children 

hoinc- 

The grave it could not bold Him, for He 

wns tbe Sou of Ceil, 
But the Lord shull bear His children 

home. 

Then dowu came nn niicci and rolled 

away the stone, 
But the Lord shall benr His children 

home. 

Then Mary, she e«mc weeping, and look- 
ing for her Lord, 

But the Lord shall hear His children 
home. 

But, oh, He said He'd come ngnin in 

glory and in power, 
Then the Lord will benr Hia children 

home. 



He Died for Us, 

Tunes.— Will you go ? (B.B. 13.1: What's 

the news ? (B.J. 12j. 
■f Behold, behold the Lnuib of God, 
/J, On the Cross ! 

"3 For us He shed His precious blood, 

Ou the Cross ! 
Oh, you who still His love defy, 
And all Hia grace and power deny, 
IJruw near aud see your Saviour die 

Ou the Cross ! 

Come, siuuers, see Him lifted up. 

On the Cross ! 
He drinks for you tbe bitter cup, 

On the Cross ! 
The rocks do rend, tbe mountains quake, 
While Jesus docs atonement mnke, 
While Jesus suffers lor our sake. 

Ou the Cross 1 

And uow the mighty deed is done. 

On ihe Cross 1 
The battle's fought, die victory's won, 

On the Cross ! 
To hen von He turns His languid eyes- 
""Tis fiuished!" now the Conqueror cries. 
Then bows His snered head nnd dies 

On the Cross I 

Where'er I go I'll tell the story 

Of tbe Cross ; 
In nothing else my soul ehnll glory, 

Save tile Cross. 
Yes, this my constant theme shall be. 
Through time nnd in eternity. 
That Jesus tasted death for me, 

Ou the Cross 1 






gard for those who, having put I heir 
hand to the plough, luolt buck, nml 
struggle steadily forward in the face of 
the coldness nnd carelessness of those 
between you nud whoin ihere was unee 
the teuderest love, God will not only 
carry yoi, through your appointed Inbor 
for the world, but He will restore I hose 
others in tlinir broken vows nnd to you. 
Will they ever be quite the same ? Will 
they not have lost something of yur 
esteem '( Yes, they will hnve lost, hut 
if they come hnek in reality they will 
gain more. The new union will be more 
Jdvuie liinu mo old one. They will uul 
merely 

. . . "ride on stepping-stones 

Of their dead selves 

To higher things," 
hut the henuty, nnd excellence, nnd 
glory of love nnd the exceeding profit- 
ableness of enduring grace, nud the 
sweet aromn of faithfulness will be all 
the plainer to the Bonn of men because 



of the weakness and hrcntinhlcness of 
the Human Vessel. 

So let us go fui'ivm-il, nnd look not he- 
hind, and 5nish our work, and thank our 
Lord fer His faithful ones, nnd hue 
•hose who fail ue, and pray for tbem and 
expect to nee them again restored and 
henled nnd purified.— Brnmwell Booth. 



My hopes, for time nnd oteruilv. n e 
centred in Cnlvnry ; and my success in 
my work depends upon the possession or 
the Cnlvary spirit. The Army is strong 
n-hilx il» , m . „rc ni-oiinrl lb,. Onss. nnd 
the arms of the Christ of the Cross are 
nronnd it.— Yours in the Blood-nnd-Firc, 
Thos. B. Coonils, Commissioner. 

It is not merely n misfortune for us to 
fnil, it is n crime in tbe sight of heaven. 
You hnve no more right lo he weak 
limn you have to steal. You are coiu- 
mnnded to "be strong in (he Lord nnd iu 
the power of His might."— Thou. ileKte, 
Commissioner. 



Jlntl. 

The Kingdom of God is here likened to 
u vineyard. The simile is slugulnily 
npt. lake the parable of the harvest 
held, it represents the Church of Chrisi 
ns n great enterprise- of holy toil. 

There ure plenty of people in tin- 
world whose profession is n mnttcr more 
of convenience Ihnu conscience, and surii 
speak of their worship with little inoiv 
coneeni than I hey would spenk of tiieir 
pleasure. With them religion is u polite 
appendage (o their ordinary lil'L — n lhin- 
to be '.liken up and laid aside at will, 
with no unpleasant demand upon lime or 
trouble. BuL what n different coucepli'ui 
of spiritual life is everywhere given by 
our Lord. He speaks of religion as an 
active and not a passive thing— the most 
n-':,essive principle in a man's heart ami 
life. Whenever the Saviour wnnlcd to 
Pind nn illustration to dcinoiislrnln the 
out-Hoiking of the truths Ho tnught, He 
took it from the toils and uul fruiu ihe 
pastimes of men. Not only did He, for 
all time, make sacred the common tasks 
of ordinary life hy participating iu them, 
hui, from the very first, He instilled 
into Ihe miuds of His disciples, nml 
charged them to declare to the world, 
that a real religion meant hard work for 
God's glory and the blessing of the 
world. 
The Salvation Army has filled a mission 
of its own in this direction. From its 
inception, it.s members have striven (o ad- 
vance the principles of prnclienl Christ- 
ianity. Mrs. General Booth declared 
herself against the selfish case or those 
who saug '■ Uescue the perishing " in 
elegant drawing rooms of comfort and 
beauty, and forgot the subject of their 
song, suffering outside in squalor aud sin. 
By precept and example the Blood and- 
Fire Flag has raised its standard lor 
a Christianity that costs, (hnt tights, 
that works, that wins, and in many 
lauds, old aud new, has helped the 
Christian world to ndvance nearer I In- 
New Testament ideal of what our alleg- 
iance ns subjects of Ilenven should in- 
volve. 

The parable in question may have been 
as sonic further nnswer lo the question, 
"Who shall be the greatest ?" Its pur- 
port is to sileuee any disagreement as (o 
the reward of the children of God. The 
justice which nssigus to one spiritual 
laborer n rich reward in immediate re 
suits, nnd in Ihe mysteries of Love 
Hivine, denies the same to one who-e 
service may hnve been longer nud seemed 
more laborious, mny lie beyond our finite 
understanding, hut wc enn and must 
trust its wisdom. 



IN THE TOMB, 



" For os yet they kuew not the Scrlp- 
.ture, that He must rise agaiu from 
the dead."— John n. 9. 

Some modern mystics have said that 
every incident in the lite of Jeans is 
)ii'-.i over i>2iiJii. «!■«}' by dny, h- (be ex- 
periences of His followers. 

There may be a measure of truth in 
this. There must he n Cnlvnry in every 
life where God has his wiiy, and many 
of ns know Gethseninno, though we 
■■i.vi.r unv llie olive trees nnd cold, grey 
stones. He lins still to upbraid us im 
our hardness of henrt and unbelief ; ve 
hnve crucified Him in our black past, 
we huve sunk iu the waves because we 
would not (rust Him ; we hnve fed on 
miraculous food nt His hands, we 
have buried Him. When shall some of 
us go on, nnd witness His resurrection 
iu our own hearts, and let the Hnynlnr 
arise '!— IS. S. B. 



